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AN UNKNOWN FRirNl* 



SCENES. 


ACT I. 

Ferkara: Dukk Llrcolk^s Court. Revels. 

Many years^ h^UrvaL 

ACT II. 

Pisa, durinjT the French occii])ation : Palazzo Stro/./i , 
.(//) without; (/') within. 

ACT III. 

Fi.orinc'i* : I'hk Duomo. 

ACT IV. 

Florence : Thi Piazza. (The 'Trial by Fire, and after.) 

ACT V. 

Florence : (//) The Hall oe" the CIreatfr Council; 

% [b) "I'he Pia/./a. 


7 he Author has in parts oj this Play permitTed 
himself a fuller tlevelopment^ both of 'Pheme and 
Char artery than )he stayed Drama nvould require. 



PERSONS. 


! DfiwiN!' fins 

' • 

or 

j Ifriars. 


I I'RA .IhKDMI* [Giro/iWlo) S.\V()NAR()1,A 
Fra Domenico 
Fra Silvcstro 
F ra licQcdetto 
Fra Mariano, a Frannscau^or Grcyjntir. 

King Chari ks \^U1. of iMancc. 

Guillaume Briconnct, Fis Minister. 

Robkrto Strov/i, (in old FlorenUnc Nottihlc. 

Niccolini, a Brother oj Mercy ^ s- nietimc his servd'.'. 
Francfsco Valori, of the Pia^^noni {^Savonar^d^ s) fn linn 
CiNi, a convert to the Puv^noni, 

Giuliano Ma7/zino»i, oJ the Arrdhhiati [Riibids). 

PiKRO degli Alhirti, of the Tiepidi ['lipids). 

Doli'o *Si‘ini 1 , , ,, • / / \ 

’Cicco Cfi J Umpagnacci [kitfes). 

Gian RiDocn, of the Medici fution. 
l^hc Sccrctaiy of tlie “ Fight [hhiie^istracy of p'lorence) 
An Fccentric [Michel A w^clo). 

Lapo, a Philosopher. 


1 1 os tile 
to 

Siivon n'id»i 


L aodamia, dnughter of Roberto StrozA. 
MonnTi Li via, her Amt. 


Romolino (the Papal Agent); The Bishop of Vasoffa; [’’loun 
tine 'Dames and Citizens ; Mechanics*; A Porter 
A Usurer; A Tramp ; ‘‘Children of the Kin;*^ ’ 
French and Italian Officers, 5cc. * 



Oiafdul is sliimf)or; h.ippiest lu‘, f’lod vvol", 

Who sirups ii^ stone while shame and woe endiiie; 

» Who feel, who see — once rich air now most poor : 
i\hd blind ryes wraith ; ah, hush ! and wake not ! 

MlCIIH. AN(.F.U) ( Ar the shitin' of Nrrht^ 
ht\ 'Vhicm.lij in lione of I'lontuc hmlwvc.l 



ARGUMENT 




(1) SAV(mAK()LA, in Ins yolitli, loval Stro/zi. l)iit 

to savt his life from a plot Liul by Lapo, his rival, she t(‘i;;mal 
contempt.of his birth, aiKl^)li”ht(Hl totliis l.ajx) her troth. 
thL‘rcu])on deciicttccl his hie to tlie cause of the ledeinption of 
Italy, now, with the Pope :it its Iu*h 1 , ej\en o\ei to violence, 
hypocrisy, and \icc. * 

(2) Ycais pass, .mJ., as pre.iehei and |)rophet in I'lorence, he 
has loni^ forc'told the eoininjM)! a new C’vrus, who shall purju'the 
Church. And, In'hold, Kinj; Charles ol 1 ranee*, with a niipjity 
army, appears before I' lo>ence, thieauaiini’ hei dt'sti lu tioij. Tnit 
S.ivonarola sa\es iflc citv and becomes its mastt'r. I '01 he subdues 
the Kin;4 to his will, pledpjnit, liim to u'store* lhs,i ami Lejdioin, 
and chasti>(‘ Konu*, and Alexander liorjna, her prollipate Poj e. 
But in the h()ur ot his tri*am])li, bi iiv.^cow a monk, he aj’ain meets 
Laoclami.i. [let lo\e ami sacrificr ,iie disclosed, and his p:uvdon 
is rekindled. Xowalso, I .apo, spurneel .dter maiiiape, reai)pe:irf ; 
and not ieeo;nmdnj> him, l,aodamiais be'^uiled into a plot to entice 
Sa\onarola from his post with th(‘ oiler of a Cardin.dks hat. 

(3) Abandoned bv Charle.., but still master ol b'loie-nec, 

Savonarola finds himself puisued by the v(*n;,K‘ance ol Pope 
Borj’ia and his allies. lie appeals to Morenee to hold lirm by 
the Just Cause ; but, bein;; both impatient^)! virtue and ;j, really 
injured in their commerce, the citizens revolt. Bisa and I .epjiorn 
are by this time at the Pope’s disposal, and of tluse La|)o has 
procured the oiler : for the city also peace and restored com- 
merc«s For Savonarola a Cardinal’s hat. 'Phe price is the 
desertion of his cause, laiodamia, thinking, once more to save 
him, joins Lapo in uri;ing this surrender; hut his conscience 
ovci comes the temptation. * 
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ARGUMENT 


(4) Not so the conscience of I' lorcnce. His appeal fails, and 
the citi/.ens’ faith in liini wavers, beinp, rooted, not in right, Imt 
in sclI-intcrcst and the bdict in ms miraculous j)Owcrs. His 
followers are therefoie stung by Lapo and his enemies to jmt 
these j)owers to the lest by invoking Divine intervention in a 
trial by fire. I'he trial is decreed by the Magistracy, and the 
blame ol its lailuie lai's u|K)u Savonarola. He is assaulted, 
rcsCucd, anti lecapuiied ; l.aodami.i falls in the struggle, and re- 
gaining consciousness, bell! Ids him delivered over in chains to his 
encmie;:. 

(5] The citv, tleliant of its conscience, now plunges deeper. 
.Justice is prostituted to the dictates of the i.tfuriated Pope, 
Savonarol.i i.-i tortured, false confessions .are procured, and linally 
he is condemned to an ignominious lieaih. He jitisscs his last 
ni ’Jit on b.ire stones in the Hall ol Mercy that he had built, 
'riiere, silently, one ndnisters to him, robed in bl.ick from he.ad to 
toot : now must lie behold the f.ace, not of liaodamia, but of 
that I'iternal Righteousness tot whose cause he sutlers death. 
Iktt, .'s tor the city, its stilled conscience cries, but too late. In 
his scalfold b'lorence sees .t cioss, and in the ringhiera, where 
the\ strip him of Ids raiment, the pnvtorium of tlie fated '.lews. 
Now luiver the .ivenging ti..ies th.it alllicted Italy thereafter unto 
the thiid and loiiitli centur). She is weighed in the balance and 
found wanting, and tier kingdom is given unto those Medes and 
Persians of the North among whom, in the days th.it followed, 
the love ol tr.ide and emjiire was not greatei th.in the hatred 
of violence, hypocrisy, .ir.d vice. 
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A CITY’S TRAGKDY 

ACT I 

Scene. — I he Court oj lircole, Duke of h err uni. Ren Is. 

Enter, atnitl the revellers, the Greyfriur, iru Murumo ; umi 
luith him Eraneeseo V ulori, hath of Elorenee. 

Mariano. And this, Vulori, is I'crrara’s Court ' 

Wc looked for ail the lights ot Italv, 

And lo, a puck of exiles driven Iroin l'lv)rence ! 

Ealori. At cross-roads, Padre, seek for birds and boijf's. 

Maria/10. Carrion® fowl ; they whet their beaks, they 
croak, — 

A’grnesome chorus, ’faith; but l'’lor('nce takes 
*^l’he tune of all the ages in hd’r octave. 

Ealori. And a merry tune it is. (iooil Mariano, 

There is a stripling here of Prcole’s Court 
Much given to dreams, and musings in tlie starlight : 
d'here, where the poplars shiver in tlie wind, 
Watching the cold grey river curl aiui creep, 
lake souls that brood on death, last night I met him, 
And fell a-talking. Padre, I know*not which, — 
Cither the lurid sunset or his voice, -- 
Shook me as with the foreblast of a stornt. 

This young man thinks that on our 'Puscaji tune 
G»d’s trump will crash ijp strangely. , 

Mariano. As tor me, 

I stomach not these youngsters of I'errara. 

A 
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Contrast them with Lorenzo’s satellites : 

Signor, ’tis Athens on the Arno : there 
Socrates walks with Charmides again. 

But here we find no taste, — Messer, no taste: 

'Idle only sin the church should never pardon. 
Valny'i, Not at a [nice? I'or murder, .now, they say, 
T'he market price runs at a thousand ducats. 
Mariano. Ah, signor, you are merry. As for Ferrara, 
Awhile ago these outlaws clucked of treason : 

"Ten ploth a \c‘ar, they say<; and nothing hatched. 
Now they are mum, Sir. Like the, rest of us, 
'f'hey pec k the straw cd Plato ; — Sir, they emulate 
'The hdorentine Academy ! 

Vahrl. Ha ha! 

Our Platoii'sts will tremble for their laurels. , . 
Oi su ! good padre, there goes Monna Li via I 
Ala 'hui'j. A pouch well lined with gold. What gi 
goes with her, — 

Cc'rtes, what goddess ? 

Valoi'i. Roberto Strozzi’s daughtc 

Mariit/r'. Ah, )es: Lhodamia, Livia’s niece: 

I knew her as a child. 'The kitten plays ; 

'Idle c'at is tetc hy. 

Villon. Sad her charms are squandered 

Ch)d made* the kittens for the friars to stroke, — 
Idi, padre, eh ? 

Mai 'lano. Messer is wont to jest. 

And who 'nidresses them? 

Viilori. Savonarola, 

Son of the duke’s physician. 

Alarlano. Th at’s the man I 

I la, knave! He dared accost me, — spoke 
Idorence, — 

Plague on the puppy’s insolence ! — enquired, 
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Fumbling for phrases, I interest? 

Oh, would I not befriend an aged exile?” 
r faith, i’ faith, Duke *Ercole\s serving men 
Lack manners, — stiiiS^ o’ the kitchen, — Sir, they 
stink ! 

FalorL Truly, in tflorencc even your turnspit knows 
A popular preacher is a little pu^J^e. 

Alaricwo. Messer ? 

Valori. fNay, pardon. The youth woukfhelp the Strozzi, 
Being, they say, enagioured of the maid. 

'Mariano, Raw ciowns will serve them ill. 
l^alor'i, Badre, you err. 

'Fhe Stroz'/i’s pride mounts high : they use him not. 
He has a z.eal too rare: a smouldering lire 
Sleeps in his eyes: you noticed? ^ 

Mariano. 15y your leave, 

Mv wits have other wheat to thresh than this 

■I 1 ♦ I I 1 

Of qui'/'/ing contadmi. Has lie power. 

Interest with Ercole, — friends to forward him, — 
Wealth or illustrious birth ? ^ 

Vabri, No interest save 

Some intimate converse with the undying dead, 

No wealth except the unminted currency 

Of opulent ideas, no lustre but 

The glow (^f a great light within his eyes, 

And in his voice a murmur of rushing rain 
"I'hat breaks upon the fever i)f the hour, 
i^quilo upcm Maremina. Padre, luy^e : 

I have some zest and liking for the youth 

Since yesternight. . . . Come, come ! I take an ague 

Scenting your Livia’s varnish. • 

• y/v'v pass^ and uiinglc nuith the rcwllf'S in the rear. 

Aloiuhi Ishua and I^aodarnia come for^uard. 
Niccolini. a ser^vanty ^ualks behind them. 
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Laodamia, * Dearest Aunt, 

No butterflies like those that flit in cowls ! 

[Tb her servanf\ Catch him, Niccolini : see ! The 
fine grey moth ! . . . 

He is flown ! 

Livid, A butterfly indeed !•» 

I^aodamia, Yes, dear: 

That image that he gave you — Cupid, was it ? 
Livid, Shame ! ’Twas an infant Saviour. i 

l^dodamid. #• Saints forgive me ! 

Ah, but the rosary ! ’Twas bellis.'imo ! 

You count his kisses on it, do you not ? 

Livid, Raga/za ! Silence! My lord shall hear of it ! 
Ldodamid, See I He returns. I knew he could not pass 
you. 

Li'ua, [7!? Frd AlarianOy *iuho h*ius to her ^dlldfitly] Ah, 
" Padre, you forget. 

ALn 'id no. Madonna, no ! 

Am I not overcome? Ferrara's cup 
Brims with charms ! 

Livid, Ah how these priests do flatter I 

Mariano, It seems a thousand years till you return 
To ['lorence . , . What, your niece? 

Livid, [/b Laodawiii] l.aodamia, 

I'ra Mariano, of whom all I'lorence talks, — 

The famous preacher. Do I not, my angel, 

Repeat his sermons every day by heart ? 

*I'hat of th^ melancholic woes that come 
'1 o infants born ’neath Saturn, — ah, how wise I 
J ust think what griefs were saved if men but knew I — 
But, •Padre, best of all, that sweet discourse, 

How vktue is, of all the attitudes. 

Most elegant . , . Cieli ! Laodamia, look I 

He is mad, — istark mad, — your Messer Savonarola I 
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Mariano, Ears to the grating— ^stretched along the reeds — 
Is it a fit ? 

Lroia. No . . . Mo*iistrous ! How they stare ! 

And, padre, think! 'Diis child acknowledged him, — 
Yes, before all the Court I How folk will chatter ! 
This comes o^ letting popolani hoys 
Play with your daugliter in the fiiirsery. 

I warned Roberto. Bah ! a mere apothecary, 

Ai^d, certes, moonstruck, mad I And yet to Lapo, 

A youth whose fortiyie is on all men’s tongues, 

She is disdainful. . . . Ah, he is up again, 

Pressing his temples. . . . Down I l^'lop on the Hoor! 
Can anyone doubt he is cra/.ed * 

Mariano, None, by the Mass ! 

Laodaniia, Ah no I My God ! He list^ms ! Horrible! 
There you can hear the captives clanking chains^ 
Sobbing and groaning; children too; ah me I 
I heard it. 1 — i am gay ; soon I forget : 

Poor Girolamo, he cannot: he is so pitiful. . . . 
Ever the joy and music here : but there, 

Down there the dark and anguish. Oh my God !• 
Come, Aunt ! I cannot stay. I would go home. 
Come quickly ! 

Livia, Pool ! — and in the padre’s presence I 

^Cecco Ci'i, ^s/rr/ls iriy singing to his lutCy ivith Cini and l}olfc 
Spmi\ 

Don, don, don ! 

Where the devil are ye.gone 
With a dame or a damigel-la ? 

With a neat little paparel-la,* 

With a green dress on, 

’ And the neck of a swan, ♦ 

And the eyes of a shy agnel-la 

* (ireen goose. 
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Citii. Why that caper, bar^cam ? 

Cei. I'c) catch the eye of — 

Hola ! She sees us ! 

Dolfo. Who ? 

Cei. The fair V annozza. 

Cini. Finger on lip, a pretty pout. 

Dolfo. A kiss ? 

Cirii. Sec, yonder comes Mazzinghi, fresh from Rome: 
She greets lum. 

Kntir Ciiuhiino AlaT.'Lui^l^K 

Ce\ Ball ! llis mouth’s a Hint, a whinstone 

Her lip’s a rose; it would not kiss a rock. 

“ Silence ! ” she says. She watches Savonarola, 
Cini. What, CiTv)lanu) ? 

Cei. Yes, ye gods: behold, 

Yonder he sprawls — half lunatic, yet half 
Power, fellows, power ! 

Don, don, don ! 

Where the devil — 

I say, sweet Dolfo, 

If your Don Roderigo Borgia, 

Croesus and Cardinal, were Papa of Rome, 

And she, the pretty ’Nozza, his Pappalecca — 
Do//h. Fellow, what then ? 

Cei. "Fhe devil only knows. 

Ask Messer Savonarola. 

Dc/fo. Gnaf-fe ! Why him r 

Cei. Is not his father Duke’s apothecary. 

His mother Dame Apocalypse ? This fit 
Precedes a prophecy. Now let us pray. 


^ Tit-bit. 
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Hail to the merry nVTi*y month of May • 
Flutter little linnets on the wilJ-wood spray ; 
Titter little love*? in the shadow of the trees : 
^Noz/a, ’Noz'/a'ls tripping in the leas, 

And the red rose blooms in the month of May. 
Hola, Mazzii^ghi ! liruvscabocca ! Speak ! 

What is the time of day at Ron>e ? 

Ma%7.inghi. 'That hour 

When the bottegas bask beneath flie Pope, 

When gold is free as sunlight, and the arts 
Bloom like a garden. 

Cet, And Cardinals' conrte/ans 

Smirk to you from the convent walls in paint 
Bright as a bed of cloves, as if to sa)' : 

“ Fcco, mio caro ! Am 1 not Mother of Christ ? 

I low do I look the part ? ’’ 

Cm'u Shame, ’Cecco, sham^**! 

Cdv. Why not, I say ? 

Dolfo. Why not ? 

Cci. ’ Oh pious Cini ! 

Art of the clothiervs’ guild wtto cut out frocks t 
And dost thou fear the frocks will cut thee out? 
Sweet maids have pity on our pious U)ves ! 

Dolfo, Your monk may buss his misses; that is wcdl. 
Alazzifighi. Why not ? 

Dolfo, Why not ? 

Cei, Why not r Drink life like wine : 

(nilp it not down like physic. A.-Tfor the rest, 
Look well your part and you shall act it well : 

The dress inspires the play : \our actor knows it, 
And shall not Rome, our floly Mother Church ? 
Alazzinghi, Where’s the philosopher ? 

^Cei. What, our Lapo ? 

Adazzifighi, So ! 
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Cti Come, let us seek hin/ 

Lhik,\ his arm in Alazzingln s ^ and leads him to a 
diirk earner beneath an arch. 

Mdzzin^hi. Whither now, friend ’Cecco ? 

Cci. d'o Liipo’s Inir. Behold! 

Mii‘e,zin^hi. I SCO a obweb. 

CV^'. And 1 a ducal dourt. Lapo is close, — 

Pointing to the colnueb 

Lapo, the glib, the dexterous tarantella; 

'I'his causeway is his staircvise. LTp above 
He c losets with the Pa'////i. l.et hiria swing. 

Are you a Hy ? Too soon he scurries down : 

A wasp ? 1 [e hidcvS : your venom does not find him. 

AIazzini>h/ him curiously and speaking with signiflcance^^ 

I' rieiid ’Ceego, have you read the newest Plato ? 

Cei^ Philosophy be damned. I love my neck : 

•Aye, by the Mass, I hug it like a girl’s. 

Dolfo, Gnaf-fe I I smell a plot. I’d like to know 
What’s in this fine philosophy of l^apo. 

LV/. d'he devil take philosophy, I say. 

A wisp of song is worth a wain of Plato. 

Struts off with Dolfo and Mazzinghi^ singing: 
Lips demure of the damsel say, 

‘‘ Sale are the woods : come, walk this way ! ” 
'I'he roses blush, for the young men lie 
In wait for the wench : “A kiss ! ” they cry, — 

“ A kisr. on the mouth in the month of May I ” 

• 

Exeunt. Re-enter Monna Li via and Laodamia. 
Laodaniia. But Aunt, he is a scholar. 

Idvia. . Pooh I A scholar I 

*Laod. And lire not such esteemed as counts and piinces.^ 
Do they not enter a city with their spoils, 

Like Conquerors in a triumph } 
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He is a great man : nay, it is very well known 
Poggio will be immortal when your Dante, 

Aye and Boccaccio, and his naughty tales 
(Which, mind, I never catch you with again !) 

Are perished and forgotten : though I own 
Boccaccio’s ‘‘Ancient Deities ’’•may live, 

Being writ in Latin : but — your Savonarola! 
Ragaz/a, you are a fool. 

LaoiJuf/i/ii. ^ At least, dear Aunt, 

Others are^baselicr born. 

Livid. You speak of Lapo ; 

[^apo has power, they say. 

Laodnmia. Bah I ’ Tis a poltnH)n ! 

Liviit, Indeed, but he has writ a book^ 

Laoddinid. Ah, true : 

And has the power to fling the .silly book 
At (iirolamo’s lusul. I think he will not : 

He is too much afraid. 

Lnnii \fwt hct'diri}^ /v’/’j Philosophy, 

'They say: and what they find in it I know m)t : • 
But since he wrote it, folk do well, i hear, 

"Po give him twenty sohli to his lira. 

Ldodduiid. O well, though Lapo write a liundred books. 
I’ll hate him *, and until my lord forbids, 

I’ll speak with (drolamo all the same. 

And Aunt 

Livtg. You heard of poor.Cannetto ? 

Laodduiia, No. 

Livid, laist night they found him dead in Calle Cane, 
Stabbed in six places. 

Laoddfnia, Horrible ! But ’tos said 

He was a wretch, — a Medicean spy. 

Oh yes, I get to know much politics. 
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Linia. [font inui fig] Also the /,ame Cannetto, so 
Was six times named in Messer Lapo’s be 
Laodamia. [tt/urmrd] Aunt, is it* true ? 

Liquid, [disrfgnrding /vv*] And w>ien just now y( 
With Girolamo, Lapo looked and mutterc 
To one beside him— [Fra Afarnino pa, 
There goes the Padre ! 

Laodawia, What did he say ? 

Lhua, [nvith suddcil tinrothcrn\ I forget. Som 
Greek, 

I know not what. Ilis mouth smiled 

4. 

eyes. . . . 

• Sit, ( hild. Wait for me, whiU' I stop the 
He’ll tell us how he liked the automaton'- 
Alonna lAFhi i'nns off ^ IcaFnig Faoilani 
^ the nooky he neat I? the art h. 

^ greeting Ma-zranghiy to ^rhoni he h< 

Lapo. Welcome- [Asidt^ And how goes Rom 
MazzlnghL Good news, fr 

“ De V'^olentia ac Potentia'’ is the vogue. 
The Passions stir ilie Powers, and Plato 
Dolfo^ ilei^ (dm and Alhen 
Lape. Ebbene ^ Drink my healtli, and viva Pk 
T^hus Aristotle fouiulers. 

Dolfo. \ pointing to the /w/'] What is tl'iis ? 

Gnaf-fe ! Let’s have* your tine pliiloso 
Lapo. Sirs, I expe)unel. Dc Ve)lentia ac Penci 
Concerning >^llls anel weape>ns, powers an 
Behold e^ne law of life is everywhere : 
Power to the potent ; let him rule who c 
Power/is the e]uest c^f all: but he)w te) wi 
Even as 34our varlet, kneeling te> your ma 
Becomes her master ; as the he>ly father. 

Servant of servants, is the lord of all i 

« 
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As, corn in hand, a coluir round his neck, 

Your groom goes forth to catch his mare : even so, 
De Vol on tia ac Potentia, note the rule : 

You ride the Passions and you win the Power. 
Amico mio, if in tlie joke of life 
You’d haverfhe laugh your way, then learn this rule. 
Dolfo. Riding’s the game ? "I'hen I’m your jockey, I.apo. 
Will’t carry us hack to inorence ? Say you thaT: ( 
Will’t spill the Medii i — that driTg— that vomit ? 
Lapo. Soft, Dolfo, soft.^ I am no politic ian. 

Philosoph^^ is the mistress of my heart. 

Knti-r (i)i Usher, He tuldresses l.ap'j. 

Usher, Signor, my Ic^rd de" Pu/'/i hade me say 

lie would be honoured hy a word with you. 

Lapo, Sir, at your service. ^ 

Dolfo, (hiaf-fe ! Til not be fud^lled. 

What’s in the wind ? 

Lapo, Nay Dolfo, teach me sword-play ; 

'I'hen will I teach you all philosophy. 

Addio amico mio. * lix'it Lmpo. 

Dolfo, I'ellows, what said I ? 

Aretherenot pUns a-brewing ? Grrr! Yeju smell ’em. 
Your [>apo twist my no/./.le ? No, not he. 

I’m dvdl at books, but, Gnaf-lc; ! I’ve a nose. 

I.apo’s a great man, mark you that, my fellows; 
I.apo can brew : he cannot pour the wine,— 

^ Ha, ha! He cannot pour the wiiiy. 

Cei, No, Dolfo, 

There you come in : he cannot pour the wine. 

Dolfo, rd like to know what’s in this book oj Lapo. 

C/>7/. •Here is a tale, and this may give a cJue. 

When Lapo and I were lads, and pears were sweet, 
Over the wall I’d go, hoist on^his back. 
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And toss the fruit, and take my half in guerdon. 
But if by chance they caught me, Zeus! no halving. 
My portion was the stick, ^Lapo’s the fruit. 

Ecco I The wretch was stalling in the lane ; 

The pears were hid ; he pored upon a book : 

The virtuous history of the good young Cyrus ! 

He ever had a smooth and guileless mien, 

And ever, as now, philosophy was his mistress. 

Cei, Lapo to the life. Signors, perpend, deduce ; 

He hoists the l^a/z/i o’er the walls of Tlorence, 

And what they grab he pockets : if they fail, 

Look for him strolling in the lanes of Venice. 

Do/ji, Who says old Dolfo cannot smell a plot ? 

Your Lapo twist my nozzle ? No, not he ! 

Cei, Come, let us scour tor crumbs. 

Cifii, Forsooth not I. [ExiL 

Cei. [-J/r/z/j 0^ nvith Dolfo stnginy;] 

Shadow and gloom, and the pine woods grey : 

‘‘ Come, oh l.ove I ” and the lips say Nay I 
‘‘Come I ” and the leaves and the lovers sigh, 
And vow the love that will never never die. 

Will never never die in the month of May I 

Ma-z zifighi and Alberti ^vithdranv beneath the arch. 
Laodatnia is hidden in a recess. 

Alberti. You have a copy ? 

Mazzinghi. Here : this nook is quiet. 

“ Amico, hav<^ you read the newest Plato } ” 

That is our pass-word ; and you answer “ Yes, 

And as to ftouX^jcri^ it likes me greatly.” 

Now for the book : [he produces it] this is philosophy. 
Letters th? Medici intercept, not books ; 

So we communicate. The text is Plato. 

Lapo writes commentary ; we construe 
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In cipher, and in ciphei we reply ; 

In brief, the book is^organ of our plot. 

Thus: Aristotle,’' — Venice; “Plato,” — 

Rome ; 

“ De Potentia,” — the Pope ; “ Volentia,” — his sou, 
Whom as tlfi* price of papal aid we name 
First Duke of Florence. 

Alberti. Santiddio ! what now ? 

MiizrAnghi. You are startled. ’Tis* the Pa/'/i’s plot, * 
remember : 

Success is*^'ertain : Lapo spins the web. 

The damned Medici will be stabbed in church ; 

Pa/'/i will rule; the exiles all return; 

For us high office. 

Alberti. Certes: but th^ price ! 

Our City’s Freedom ! 

Mazzinghi. 'I'hat is lost already : • 

The Medici crushed it with their gt)ld(‘n heel. 
Besides, the Pope is old; soon he will die ; 

Then shall we kick the ladder down we climbed with. 
Alberti. A duke’s a duke. Our biith is pledged witlnri. 
Alazzinghi. I'aith is a horse you nourish while it trots : 
After, ’tis carrion. 

Alberti. Aye, and dead, it stinks. 

Mazzhighi. l^rithee ? You are not with us ? 

Alberti. I’ll think on it. 

Mazzitighi. Be warned. You hold a^ secret. You arc 
• watched. • 

Alberti. Trust me with that, my f riend. A common hatred 
I'or those who wronged us grapples us together, 
Mazzinghi. Be warned, I say ; or else. . . •. See here, 
page twelve : — • 

“Shortly we treat of Ser Cannetto’s lapse 
Upon the point of e?(?o9 versus 
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Yesterday Lapo wrote this, and to-night 
Cannetto met liis death in Calle Cane. 

Albert V. iSiinriddi(j ! 

Beware ! This youth, this Lapo, 

Hath a keen logic of his own. His points 

Flash on you, forged in steel, round sn)me street corner : 

The rest you argiu' in another world. 

lixeimt. Alotitui 1/nna nvilh Fra ALiriiino is about 
to I'cjcifi I Atoihiniia, ^vho up s».^dilt'rily 

from hi'r retreat tic^r the speakers^ and accosts 
her aunt nvUdly. v 

Laodamius Instantly , aunt ! Say, what were* Lapo’s words, 
Seeing me with (iirolamo. 
hvvia, Cieli, chiltl ! 

What is amis.*? ? I think yt)U ha\e seen a ghost. 
Why, Padre, blessed Santa Calerina 
Broken on the whe<‘l was not so pale as she ! 
Laodaniia. Fell me his woixls. 

Linfia, Ah, how }t)u llurr) me * 

’'Fwas only a bookish quarrel. I>ut Cannettc; : 

Ah, that was very sad. Padre, you In^ird ? 

Killed in the street ' 

Alar/ano. Indeed ! l>ut trust me, ladies, 

A bijokish quarrel is no bagattdie. 

If tu)(iv if liold the lield, - 
Aristotli', stilieet, or Plato, — seems 
'To us who are h*arned nu*n, of more account 
'Phan wheth<‘r Rome is heUI by Turk or Pope. 
Lhua, ’I'aith ! Nh^w you put me in mind of Lapo’s 
words ; 

“Shortly we treat of Savonarola’s lapse 
Upon tliL point of tliUtc versus men.” 

Did I not say ’twas only a bookish quarrel ? 

'Those were the very words that laipo uttered : 
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lie looked at one he j poke with, and the youth 
Grinned . . . Why, Laodainia, see ! your larher ! 
Lii'Ahwiia runs impt'tuoiuh to Robert 0 Str./zzt, 
iLispiny^ htr hiinds, 

Liiodiim'uK O father ! father ^ Save our (iirolamo ! 
Strozzi. CSrolanift ? What, your playmate Savonarola, 
Son ol the Duke's physician? . . . Ah, lii; is 
j^rc^wn. . . . 

What then ? 

Laodiinihi, 'They ’ll kill him* Once he is out of sipht, 
Yoo late*#. . . 'l'he)’ll hrint; him on a bier, his 
face 

Co\ered, -so white ! — his In-east all hleediu}^ *, tlnm 
'i'heydl say it was a cjuarrel ; no* ’twas murdcu-* 
Ah, Cfirolamo, tluyv will murder ji'ou * 

Utrozzi, (2uairels ? lie has noiu* : ’tis your fancy, ciiild. 
LaudanUii. No: it is triu* * Oh h‘t us iiv this hour#! 

'To Drbino, - l\uiua, --A'enii i‘ * Bid him i ome : 
You he r»be)s. 

Strozzi, You hurl \oin' words, ni) dau}.jhter : 

Where* will }our passions blow you, — aye, ;tfid 
otlicrs ? 

Na\ , do not pout : I know you ^rue aiul constant. 
lUu as for me, the only roavl 1 tra\el 
is back to I'dorcMue, or to an c‘xilc-\ pj-.ive. 

'That would )ou hasten ? 

Luodiunni. 1 )earest father, jm: 

•But — (iiis)lamo -* • 

Strozzi, Idle cliatter * I'ear not : 

Or, it vou will, then warn him. 

Luoduniij, lie wowld smile: 

Ciod will protect nu*,” he would Tay. No, no ^ 
• Stryzzi, 'Then warn his kindr(*d. 

Liwdanuii, Ah me * Theu'e is no lime • 
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S.nKnarJii, So* 1 lo s’ujiiificvs 

Consent : thereto J leaven urines him; for (loil 
(ioii, who has maiie m\ soul a lonel\ harj'* 

I hint; in a wiiulv wlu'ie all the woes 

Of Italy Mow rhiMUi^h aiul wail upon it,-- 
Cioii wal • on, a Whirr Biiah from Ilis throne; 
And, oh I..U)Jamia, as in a dia'am, 

I ItearJ the srrai'jhs of the Cit\ ol^(h)d 
Pr‘alin^ their i.ampanili, anJ i r\ inj^ aloiul, 

“ (h) forth, <»h Sa\<#iarohi : save llu‘ worM * ” 

Saru turn fe(.*it me, et rlep/it ex omni earne. 

*rhis coiiseiiation is upon me; (iocl 
Cjlives the<- to me as phaltox 

I ,iio(lar?iui. Ah. , ( iiroh'uno, nr * 

Von miseone(‘i\e m\ lotil : it fann( 4 t In-. 
niiy> Li , It is the will of I leaven. Ah * what is tlmr * 
y'/ suddt'n 7 J.'idfn /r diUifuth aifdihle 

j) ?)i I't ; t'h(ti ii /',/;[/ (TV j fxtrtinc 
iinyj4i\^ , //v y f\iu\r and tdorn the 

n,if, ( .{ i i\ hti^-i! \i/iyif}y. 

i.ri. Hail Im tlu‘ m'-rr) , nunrv month of May * 

I'hitter little linnets in the wiUi-wooJ s|)Tav\ 
rittc-r little loves iti tin* shadow of the trei‘s • 
'No/ /a, 'N(»//a i> trippinp in the lea., 

Aiui tlu' teil rose l>looms in the month of May. 

Lacd.iiriiui, (iirolamo’ what was it? ^ 

di,i, j C'r ,.;/////:' j No May * IKj loses* 

'Tlu* only llowei that boiirjjeons there lias Moomerl 
Death ’ Death ’ 

l.dodiirnui. (iirolamo * • 

SuxKnar .id . {Point my excittdiy the distant reveller s\ 

Merc they jig, they grab, 
They clatter the wine-ciips and majrdica : 

13 
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Down there the fetters clank, — rust cats their 
Hesh, — 

IJlack darkness aches for ever. Oh, these eyes 
Strained for a glimmer! None: the dungeon reek 
Swam up until I swooned. And then that voice : 
“leather! Oh l''uther I Can yOu not feel iny 
arm ? ” 

So I 1 le was dying then ; and now he is dead. 
Laodamia, it might have been your father : 

“ Can you not feel my arrrt?” “ Keel,” she said, — 
-leei”! 

‘‘ Withered,” a deep voice groaned : I heard no 
more. 

Withered, her arm — once soft and round, like yours. 
Her heart is withered now. 

Lnu/iimld. I cann{)t bear it ! 

Sdvoudrohu 'That sweet voice was the soul of Italy : 

Out of the dark she called to me, and I 
i leard, and that withered arm will I restore. 

Your love. . . . 

Idwildfuia, It cannot be — it cannot I 

Siivonaro/d, Hear mc I 

I swear it by that glory of your eyes : 

'This arm may CJod and the Virgin wither up, 

If in this shamble of Christ\s innocent lambs 
I strike no blow, and break no penthouse bars, 

Nor cleave straight path through their crookedness. 
"This is my vow : to you the oath is sworn. 
iModamia : Yes : but now quit me I Ah, for love o’ 
the Virgin 

Quit^^me ; we are watched. 

Savoddrota, God watches. I will hear 

His mandate through your lips. 

Laodamia. There’s danger. 
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Savonarola, Danger ? 

Have I not drunk Gr)d\s pledge cup from your eyes ? 
Laodamia, Oh, if you would but heed me ! — Promise 
this : 

Until I bid, you will not leave this place. 

Smyonarola. ThnR, certes, I will promise. 

Laodamia. Qtlit me now; 

And do not hope. You read iry/ father wrongly : 
'The thing you wish can never be. Alas, 

I fear it cannot. 

I^ipo approaches , hearing jruii, 
Savonarola, Ikit it shall. God wills it. 

Lapo. Ah, Messer Girolamo, I intrude. 

Savonarola looks to Laodamia to reply, 
Laodamia, \to Lapoj No, signor. 

Lapo. Prithee, a melon, signe^ina ? 

Laodamia, I thank you. 

Savonarola, Do not take it. 

Laodamia. Yes, intleed : 

Would MesseT Savonarola ^iiive me thirst ? 
Savonarola, Last night 1 dreamt adream. You took a mcTon, 
Outside all gold, inside a reek of poisons ! 

And woe befell you. 

Laodamia. It was not Messer Lapo’s. 

'Phis one is good, I thank you, Messer l.apo. 

Lapo. '['he signorina does me honour. 

( To Savonarolii}^ Pard(jn ! 

• I leave you. • 

Laodamia. No, I pray you do not go. 

Savonarola. Heaven save you, signorina. I'are you well. 

Laodamia watches LapOy and seTing his fa^e 
is turned^ looks anxiously and tenderly at 
Savonarola, 

Laodamia. Your promise. 
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Savonarola, Yes : I do not leave the castle. 

Seeing that be is about ta^ gOy hapo turns affably to 
Savonarola, 

Lapo, Ah, Signor Girolamo, it seems to me 
A thousand years iiniil wc talk again. 

We are both simple men : philosophy 
Js mistress of our hearts. 

Savo?mrola^bonus stiffly y Lapo nvith great politeness. 
Exit Savonarola. 

Laodamia, ne»\s your friend ? 

You talk with him ? Ah, false ! 

Lapo, Shall I recall him ? 

fie will assure you. 

Laodamia, Indeed, and if it be so, 

It is a ruse : you plot ; you kill. 

LapoJ-^ More dreams 

Of Messer Savonarola ? 

Laodamia, 1 le does not know : 

But I — I know : you cannot hide it from me. 

Lapo. 'I'hink you there\s aught that I would hide from 
' you ? 

'To you my soul is bare, — bathed in that love 
Which by your father’s leave I name ; and though 
It is but a po(jr philosopher wht) pleads, 

And one it seems whom calumny defames, 
Bellissima, he shall conquer, and my lord 
Shall lay your, hand in mine. 

Laodamia. v My father knows not : 

He knows you not. I know. He will not force me. 
Go: get you gone. Ser Lapo, I refuse you. 

Go wasti your hand of blood before again 
You offer* it to a daughter of the Stro/zi. 

Lapo. Ah, what is this 1 1 pray you, signorina ! 

I am an innocent man. I shed no blood : 
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Let him come forth who ihires accuse me. — 1 
Do harm to no mai^. 

Luudamuu Yes; you write a book; 

You feign philosophy: your written words 
Are cut-tliiaxits masketl > 

d-iipo, Bi‘[ore tlu‘ saints I sw(‘ar, 

Nought that (lod nKui(‘ these hands hav(‘ .ever 
slain. - 

Liioihunia. \ our hands, no, that needs courage ; hut your 
book — 

Lap'j, 1 i^ray \»)u tell uk* : it is my book, you say ? 
flow shall it harm a soul ? A huml)le (‘fibrt : 

Your lather’s hMrning 1 do not pietend. 

Jlowbeir, though \oung, I lack nol my disciples: 
'The)’ will delend me. • 

Laodannu. ‘‘ Disciples'’ do you call th(tn? — 

1 lirelings, assassins ! 

Liipo, '|'h(‘ great Lortl Pa/zi 

Is one of them. 

Liwdiiniui, Your dupe* . . . ^ome words (d (ireek - 
'I'hat is the sign they know. • 

I-^ipo, Prithee ... 1 ponder . . . 

1 was but thinking how it comes about— 

1 his fancy of yours . . . yes, now I have a clue. 
Somewhat 1 wrote, by ihance, of one Cannetto 
Yes, that is so — 1 make no doubt it is . . . 

Was thought to have urged the '^eal of my tiisciples, 
• And caused his death, — an errr)r,*— hut suppose it : 
Then thjes it tollow, if last night 1 wrote 
Some innocent words — 

La'Mumiit, Last night ! ’Tis d?)ne airea 'j;l 

leaving this place he runs upon his cToom • 

He shall not go: Pll warn the Duke— 

He is ab .(‘ut 
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Laodarnia, My lord de Pazzi, Montesecco — all — 

1 will warn them all. 

Lapo. What then ? You fear a plot ? 

Suppose it. Then these signors arc involved. 

Ah, signorina, plots are stealthy vessels*, 

All’s with the watchman when jou'^itcer by night. 
Laod'imia. So ! he confesses ! 

Lapo. r Nay : but if it were so, 

And one were taint of treason. 

Laodamia. False ! 

Lapo. No matter : 

If I denouncetl him — I, the watch (suppose it): 
What will these signors do } Discard my warning ? 
No; but as lords they’ll hearken to a lady, — 

Bow, and protest her friend shall go unharmed : 

As statesmen — shrug, and move him from their path. 
Laodcit.iia. Yes, yes ! My God ! 

Lapo. With just this difference : 

Pray follow me : for this you needs must know : 
Your protest inculnates your father: him 
Also they will remove. 

Laodamia. Oh holy virgin. 

Pity me ! 1 am lost ! 

Lapo. Bellissima ! 

What would I not do for you ? 

Laodamia. You love me : save him ! 

Lapo. How save, and whom ^ 

Laodamia. You know. Ah, why torment me ? 

Lapo. Nay, God forbid! Your phantasy is this; 

I wrote some controversial words, which whet 
The zeal of my disciples : deem you so ? 

Laodamia. Ye^, if you will. . . . My God, we are in the 
net I 

Lapo. Praise from your lips is sweet ; and praise it is 
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To deem that 1 , a poor philosopher, 

Can, with a pen strojic, prick out human lives. 

Or succour them so lightly. 'Then indeed, 
Although my chariot makes but little sound, 

Foes are as offal crushed beneath the wheels. 

Also, sweefiilady, my love for )ou is tieiaa* : 

I hope your friend is not a foe to that : 

You mark me, signorina — I humbh hope it. 
Laodiimid. Love without pity, so ni} fatluT says. 

Is dross without th<^ gold, Hame without ligh*-, — 

A pest, a ^oisome thing. 

Lapo, Ah, now you speak it, 

I do recall. There were iiideetl som(‘ words • 

I wrote last night of Messer Savonarola, - 
A youth of parts, if humbly 1 may say it, 

Though lik(' to shipwreck in tlu‘ tog of dreams^ 

Our metaphysics differ, — I regret it, — 

Our metaphysics differ, signorina. 

LaoJiimui, Withdraw what )ou have written : ah, you can * 
See, I am kneeling to you. Save him ! 

Lapo, * No: 

Whatever the cost, false doctrine must be slain : 

I owe allegiance to ^'jhilosophy : 

She is my love : you leave to me no other. 

Laodamhu Oh, you are ruthless, cruel ! 

Liipo. Bellissima • 

liut if the pressure of a hand, not mine, 

^ A lingering look of love, and 110^^! or me, 

Inscribed those words of dire phiKjsophy ? 

What then t Who is the ruthless one — the ( vuel ? 
Lapo Ah, no: not he, but — , 

Laoda^nia. Signor, say : 

What can I do to save him ? 

Lapo, Ah, mi; St fair * 
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Have I not said ? l^hilosophy is my love: 

You leave to me no other. ' 

LaGdamiii, I will not wed him — 

I vow I will not wed him. 

Lapo. 'That is well. 

'The Stro'/'/i’s vow 1 trust . . . IV'ly heart ! my soul ! 
I'or y(ni -for you alone — I would renounce 
I'h’en philosophy, and in love’s sweet quarrel 
Drown all these disputations. Say, sweet lady, 
Can thi.'i thing be? 

Laothiinid. Oh Virgin, succour • . . . Yes, 

Yes, 1 will wed you. . . . Spari‘ him • . . . Only 
tluit * 

L(!p(K Now by the Mass, I swear it. 

^ Save him ! Go * 

l.app. Yes, time is urgent. 

Ki \'Sfs her hafid and is about to go. 
Laodanna. Lise— 

Lapo. Addio ! 

Liiodanuif. No Stay ! 

You think me a cnild. I was. I am no longer. 
Now, prithee, listen. My lord was wont to say 
My moods were wayward as my loosened tresses. 
Ah, Me+iser Lapo, now you knit, you knot them: 

By rh(‘ hair you hold me : tear it out, — I care not ! 
15ut singe a hair of his — be warned ! 'I'hey say 
A woman’s locks once turned to deadly reptiles, 
[.apo. I take the »'isk. Be sure I lack not skill ^ 

' 1*0 tame Medusa. . . . Basta ! l.et that be. 
Summon your Messer Savonarola: hold him, 

While,, as his guardian angel, I prepare 
' 1*0 lead him home in safety, llave no fear -- 
You, by a look, a sign, a secret meeting, 
livvn now may slay him,— you and no one else. 



A CITY’S TRA(;b:DY 


^5 


For me, I wish him well ; but my disciples 
Are jeiiloiis of my hojiour : they iivenge it, — 

All, swihly ! Wherefore^ would you s|i;ire his life 
'Fheii merely kill his love; aiul that, I judge. 

Will die not hardly ; h(‘, forsooth, being made 
For heavenli, I for earthly nuptials. 'That 
In time you'll know, .dbeit now you hate me. 

Addio, bellissima; I do )our will. A’.v;/. 

lAvtii. \jii'ho njnv tipprcih /.ys^ /.\rrinii ‘iViitihi J dt a 

So ! it is settled, 'y'aith, aiul one would think, 

"I\j see you;- looks aiul his, a youngs man\ U»ve 
Will gobbh' j»all like julep. 

Liicdtirniii. Do not talk, 

liid ( jirolanu) hither. 

Livid. Child • What next ? 

Laodamui. Instantly, Aunt. , 

I,ivid. Fra\, what will Lapo saj^? 

Laoddtfiiii. lie w ills it. 

Iavu. Sham<‘ 1 A Stro/zi’s daughter 

And chattering, hovileu-like, with po[M)kini • 

It that is all, nouv fathei wil? dismiss him. 

In iny tia) brides w(‘r(‘ modc'st. 

LdrAiiiinid. Call him, Aunt. 

Livid. Oh, ii you will. [I'j Sin''^ndr'Jd\ Ah, Messer 
(iirolami>, 

Less<m us jn'ay : we pine to hrxir your wisdom ; 
Metely to t<ilk with you, I ttdl m^ niei e, 

JVlakes her illustrious. As lor me, pray pardon. 
Poor Padre-- tluua* he is again : so lonely ; 

Adored in Idorence, no one knows him here. 

Indeed I must befriend him: pray \ou, pardon. 

• ihfi'tsrys. KxttT 

, Sd%)o?idrJii. A waking dream I had. 'Phis revel died : 
'Pin* plang(uit organ, and the sobbing viol 
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Changed to the plash of water, and the sea 
Bore many barques, and wanton crews therein, 

Men and bad women, blown on fickle winds, 
Unwitting of the tide that swept them down 
Swiftly toward sunken rocks. Whence eagerly 
I paced the shore and cried, — llo mariners, conic ! 
'frust not your shallops to the gliding wave : 

(ireat is my galley — space is there for all, 

And lo afar the Islands of the Blest ! 

And many joined the ship, whose prow was set 
Swervcless through flood and gale to where the 
pillars 

Of Hercules loom, and, thereheyond that Isle 
Whose King crowns all onr travail with great joy 
In f .oveliness fresh-found through endless time. 
Freely they rowed, and, bowing to their oars. 

Sang “ Viva Gesu, nostro rr" ; and lo 
From every star a saint leant out, and shone. 

And listened. . . . O my beacon-star, but you 
I>ean not, nor listen. All my dream is told 
To a wild dream in your eyes . . . 

Laodam'id. Oh for some words ! 

'Think, Messer Ciirolamo, \ ~ 

Savonarola. Not “ Messer ” : 

You have not called me so. 

Laodamia. We have been t(iO free — 

Not mindful of the debt we owe onr kindred. 
Savonarola. Our kindred — yes, our Father, and His Son, 
Who in the shadowy vastness of the night 
Builded the Heavens, where congregate the stars, 
In brf)therhood ; and from the lowly stall 
Foreshowed on Earth that home where all at e kin : 
Laodamia, yes ; let us be mindful 
Of debts we owe our kindred . . . Ah, so pale ^ 
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You with the angers wisdom, — I instruct you ? 

Nay, let me kneel 10 y^)U, aiul see Heaven open 
Out of the flashing of yoiir dusky eyes. 

Laodamui, No, for I am not good, likt^ you. 

Savonarola. Not good ? 

There is non»good or evil, but as sap 
Is drawn up by the blossoms from the earili, 

So wo draw life from (iod ; ami you the most, 
VV’^hose flower is fairest. . . . Sweet, and so I 
dreamt ^ 

There, in 1115; galleon, was a vacant seat. 

Abaft, and, iVom the ho\eiing aureole, 

I knew it for my pilot's. . . . Still so cold ? 

No eyes aglow, as onc(*, to kindle mine,- -- 
What change is thi^ ? . . . Laodamja, spc'ak ! 
Laodam'ia. 1 lelp me to say it, saints* I would not hi^rt 
you : 

0 pray interpret for me, signor ! ' 1 is 

Of love \nni sp(*ak. Remem l)(*r, I am a Stroz/i. 
Savonarola. You mean our ranks are not alike: you mean 
This brag of lim‘age, and the Tl(‘\il s dower 

01 gold divides us. No, l.aodamia, 

It sunders not us two. 

Laodat7iia \hrcaihlt’.\ sly\ Y(*s-~ that I nusin : 

Scorn me * f'or his sak(? who is more to me 
Than life, 1 bear it. 

Savonarola. Ah* [ // 

Laodariila forgive * ^ 

Savonarola. You falter ; 

You droop your eyes. Now look on mo. You 
dare not. 

WIko is this other ' 

\S/:v ilasps her hands and is fileni] 
By all the hours we passed, 



28 


SAVONAROLA 


Soul bared to soul, nourishing noble aims 
As with the life-blood of each other’s love, 

I claim the right of knowledge. 

I.aodtimia. Oh, forgive ! 

Girolamo, 1 am betrothed ! — Idiink kindly of me : 

I cannot speak. . Oh ! . . 

Sa^)ori(irola [fwrrtly] God ! And what is this ? 

And s(j they say that Satan, when he fell, 

Bore masks of angels’ faces out of Jleavcn, 

And, to make devils of ♦^he sons of man, 

Clapped them upon the wantons • 

He puces the floor in agitation ; z/w/, puusinp^, 
looks lit her u^uin. J'he strumming oj u lute 
is heard in the rear, 

^ I'alse ? No, no • 

This riddle has a key ; or else. . . . My God * 

Enter Cei nuith Dolfo, They encounter Cini, 

Cei, Sciagiirato — halt! Art drunk? What, no? 
h'or shame. 

Dolfo, and I, IViaz'/inghi — all the saints 
Are elrunk this half hour. Pretty ’Nozzj 
laughs- - 

I la I the white lotus* 1 low her bosom swells! 
Mam, mam, mam I 
She will ogle any lamb, 

Any grey, any green agnel-lo, 

Any clown, any punchinel-lo, 

Be it coram, be it clam, — 

Oh the pretty devil’s dam I — 

If his horns are tipped with y el-low. 


Sii^fonaro/u. Ah ! 

Cei \^to Cini] 'Thanks to the holy apostle Lapo, 
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This lamb bleeds ducats the (Onis in his 

Wiillet\ , 

Bah ! 'I'hou greenhorn, scour • 

I am thy pimp, thy marigold. 

h.nUr Ldpn 

(/od shield thee, I.apo I* 
’Phou art a saint. « 

Cet reels njj will' Doljo, hii'iiij’ prstesfjue!)' to 
Lap'}, (lini *with them. Lap's Imvs to 
Laoifitmia, 

Lapo, Bellissima, all is well. ^ 

\Tn Sav'itiar'jla\ Messer, by your leave — your company, 

I pray. 

My roail lies toward your home, but through a 
byway 

Ouiet for converse. 

Savonarola, Mine to a convent leads. . . 

Farewell, l.aodamia. (hnl will pardon, — 

And why not I . I'arewell .*. . I suirocatc*- 
Fure air and peace, and one straight path to walk * 

in. . . . 

\To Lapo\ Signor, 1 come. 

Jixit with Lapo, 

Laoilamia \^tvilill\\ “God pardon r” Whore is God? , . . 
lie — he is gone ! — I think there is no God • 
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.. Many Yijaks Katf.r. 

Scene I. — Pisa : A Street ; in front of the Palazzo Strozz 
Enter tivo Citizens. 

\st Citizen. Ik'smeiirfd with honey and stung to dca 
with wjijsps, — 

Such, Messer, is the state of Pisa since 
This vast I'Yench army sjnartered in the town. 

Inil Citizen. Yet if they free ns from the yoke 
Florence, 

We’ll sutler all. and gladly. 

1st Cit. Know ye the news 

2nd Cit. 'I'hat yesterday young Piero, Prince of I'lorer 
Pest I'rance might take his city, promised ours 
In gift, and with it ten score thousand llorins. 

\st Cit. True, hut to-day a monk of mighty visage 
Entered our cit\ riding on an ass, 

Spokcsma\i for Florence in the Prince’s stead. 
Whose bargain he makes bold to tear in pieces 
And if he bend the f rench king to his will, 

I -ike Holy Christ they say he’ll ride to Florenc 
With palms to strew his way. 

2nd Cit. Now, by the Ma.*^ 

Kings arc tough metal for a monk to bend. 

1st Cit. Nathcless, of this same Frate tales arc curr 
30 
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'Vlv.ll augur srrangulv. lie ir was forefoUl 
I he 1' lauu h king's loniing as a soeoiiil C^'riis 
To purge tlu‘ sills ot R(>nie- 
2n</ i'.i/, A fatter i ir\ 

I'hat than your I'lortMiet^. 

Ij/ More gold to saek» parJee : 

I h(‘ shortest wav to purg<‘ a i.if\'s sins. 

\\ luuefore ’tis feared ih(‘ kinj^ may tak(‘ the 
I'ait ; 

d'lu* iuor(‘ that, likt* l^is sire, King, Louis, Charles 
Is sui'jerst iri<^us, and the monk works inar\els. 

Ztut { '.it, W'hat is hi-, nanu* ? 

1 '/ {^it. .Sa\ onarola, hut 

*rh(' people st\le him I'rate, as in lov(\ 
ind {]it, Sa\onaioiar Strang(‘ ^ Synu‘ ten ytairs 
sliu e. 

Lodging with one called Lapo in iMurara, 

1 met a y('urh so nanu‘d whom Lapo knew ; 

And there is one inUnpriUs for the l‘'ren( h 
lias this sanu‘ Lapp's \ pitch and parlaiue, 
'Lhough little to ici'all hi^ ( ounienatice. 
lint Lapo perishewl in the Laz/i plot 
ILiless Ixdike he sa\ed his lissom iKx k, 

Selling his frieiuls. Know y(‘ the man I speak 
of 

Wears a Venetian douhlet. 

I Si LV/. Sup[')l(‘ gait ? 

W' alks safe amid a guard of halhenili(‘rs ? 
ind (lit, 1 h(' satTK*, 1 le caters for the I' rcmcdimen’s 
rapine : 

Is tliere a l)urglier owns a hlaek-eyed da*ighrer, 
Mfte cellars, parchments, g<jld or plate*>r pictures, 
Lo, Sir \'enetian Doublet, chalk in hand, 

S(*ores on the door a coat <jf arms — and straight 
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A French lord billets there, and clears the treasure^ 
... So ho ! And here he conies * 

Enter LapOy clad shabbily y altered in appcarafKc ^ and ncearing 
a beard. IVith him is a ^uard of h'rench halberdiers. 
I hey pause before the door of the P iIut^zo Strozzi, and 
I^iipo drtvius a jUnir-de-lys upon the lintcL 

\st Cit. 'The (U‘ur-de-lys ! 

2nd Cit. He marks the Stroz/i Palace for King Charles 
of France. 

ijt Cit. GoUl — books — fair daughter- he ser\es hi; 
client well ; 

No house yields richc^r plunder than the Strozzi’s. 
2nd Ctt. Lapo, by the Mass ! 1 swear it is the man ! 


ScE^JE II. — The Strozzi Pabue: nvithuu y/ labrary. lint 
l^apo nuith French Edberdiers. J he door is flung op 
angrily by a porter of the palace y irho encounters L( 
ivithout at first seeing his companions. 

Porter. Knave, wouldst thou pass a Strozzi’s gate unbi 

Seizes him by the thrt 

Lapo. IvOose me ! 1 am h'rench ! 

Porter. We'll teach thee Pisan manne 

The soldiers interpose : the porter steps back 
surveys them. 

Plague on the sorry hound : he leads an army ! 

Bo'wing to Lapo iroaii 
Sir King of France, I yield : the battle is yours 
Your first great victory ! Viva I’oriHamme ! 
Jtialberdiers. Vive rorifiamrac ! Hurrah ! 

Lapo. Sir, you spealt t 

For, since they crossed the Alps, the French havr 
Nought of the Italians but some Hying heels. 
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Porte}? \Lr%l:lfio at t*'C h . [ / ih, ! , i , pud 

f}ruu tJ'c^t' j fl't.r >fi. • '/ i , 

lliiiiiph* aiul ihat\ hcitfr li.an a I i i‘ib !iin iiTs tot's. 

/ . . /y vr, / '• . / // ///. . / .V. / u: : . y >. / / / me . 

What s(.‘c‘k w' r W int' r <>! \ii.tiLtLr 1 K-rc'.s flit* 
cvliar: 

Yc ilon'r tlrink |''ai\ !'inu‘nt , fh "Tis all ip'tT 

llustiiai^ ill 1 k‘U'. . . . ‘riu‘sc ?ii<’ om 

f()ra>tJih • 

I^iip'.. I y '//;•/// //y t. the p 

Ainii'o, I iiUt^rpift tor rlu*^(' Mtssk ius, Nc’ukt 
A Pi aiii, thonpji tioiii : a . \oii mm', 

M) lu»sc is soinc-w'hat tiavc'lhsl 
Porter, liah ’ A Ihsaii • 

his uouls, t> luiiipiv • l^onh icll itu* * 

1 know )C‘, t(‘Ilow : a hanj'in on, a tiainp: 

'l'hc\ neither t(jlh nor spin, \(‘r aie not lili(‘s. 

Lnpo, Ami(.o, nay, 1 am an hoiu'st man. 

I toil, I spin. 

Porter. \'a ^ i.ikt* tii(‘ sj«.|cr, ra cal : 

lie spins i' tlu' dirt\ t oiner >, and a hroond'. 

1 lisS medic ine. \’a • 

l.apo, \I)rii^ririp^ '.ut tfrfu\\ Mo sor, the warps of hatf' 
Twist Us to other than wo arts Yon, frit'rui. 

Were born to ruh* as Casttnlati ol Ihsa * 

Your stubborn worth deserves a fortress’ l^c-ys: 

But Fate has iiiavle you flunkey f ko with me: 

I, ‘'Sir, was [K)rn IMiilost )pher : lliis brain [t tu’L'inp[ 
his f'jrchcad\ 

Might rear that ilandled puling balK*, rim world, 

OiU of its paps, its nursery tah's, it go41*rigs, 

Into the cogni/an(.(‘ of Penver aful Lm|)ii(‘: 

But, ’faith, it ccjos t<; its moiiks and mammi(‘s still. 
And I must spin like other folk — well, ijc) : 
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Hardly liko others. . . . Ikista ! To urgent matters! 
The^e are from his most Christian Majesty 
'I'he King, ol I'rance, — his bodygiiaril ; h(' comes 
I'or suc('oiir to the oppressed ot Italy, 

As prophesied. A lady ot the h(His(', — 

If I mistake not, daughter ot rite Stro//.i,- — 

» Dropf the m'j}h\ into the Porter^ hntiiL 

Your [\irdo^., — is she maiti or mistr<*ss ? 

Porter. Signors, 

Ik* seati‘d : you are gentfes, as I see. 

rl \oUiier ojjers hnn *ivine f r-.jn \i jhi \l\ He drinks 
luut honiw to the hreni hnie/i. 

(Jra/.i(‘> Your health ! . . . You put a question, 
Sir : 

As 1 may s#y, the ricidle of the* house. 

Sig^nora, Signoriua, as jou please: 

Maidi-n though married, Nencia swears. She 
knows, 

Ik-ing m\ lad}'s woman. Ikit, say I, 

Where is the hushaiul ? Some say, — long since dead, 
1 lang^eil with the Pa/zi on the marriage da) ; 
Some,— living, and she drove the bridegroom troin 
her, 

I'orced to the bond, )et mighty tree ot spirit. 

I'or sure enough h(*r girdle hides a dagger 
'riuii once she called “her triend'’*, tlu)ugh trust 
me, Sir, * 

It is a genl'ie lady, sweet as jasmine ; • 

And main take her fragrance, — none may pluck her. 

Liipn, \j.'l\ide\ 

Plucked, natheless, shall she be, — worn in the cap, — 
'Tossed where they drop my ducats on the march ; 
Or else — [7b an ofjieer 

Pucelle, mais mariec, comme je dis. 
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•Oistc'^ .1 majcstc- qiie tom Tatrciui ; 

II esf bicnvonii. 

Officer, 1 la • par Saiiu IV'nvs : 

[*SV/yji Ci la i>cnt i l\laiiu)isolK*, 

Ou a lioiix mans, c\ (*iht>r(‘ r f [mu'llr. 

.7 /v// / my « ivith' 

Porter, ll is niy huiy. > 

l)r,i*ir^ tin >jrt\is : .i itfi.i!! ./-.yA,/;. 

Liif^ anJ the •' hi it / > .■ f\i/ 1 /•,• v i . h. fit, f 

R htrf ', A; i lijneJ'ftr Lii 

Ltrddiir,:. \ Lift* .1 y.iuntle/ ^ L f t n tiibL | 

'Toinniaso ^ What is this r 
Porter. 'I'ht^ I't i*ii« h , Si|» ib >ra. 

'riK‘\ ask(\l lor ni\ lorJ aiul haih* nu* >:i\ tlicai Kni|’ 
Honours flu‘ Siifuoi Srr«)//i w i#h a \i.ir" : 

That was rlu‘ ^u•^sap^(' : 

Liiodanirt. ratlu‘r, sec - vour hnoks *• 

Hide th(*nK 'foiniDa^o : !udp nu' : qiTak^ 1 prav 

\ ( )U. 

Htr077.!. [Ptidfiy thi } 'fit iti tiy,t.^i',N, 'irl'iL thi ,n e 

vt Divi'nl jr'jn iht rjul p UA n i! t tuhlt] * 

'I'lu' luoii^ia'l nioiiar( l'.,--t}u‘ luoiithini', ru kaiia[M*s ' 
(iSoflly ! 1 hat toiin* is worth .i priin r' . lausoin.; 

Honours Us, docs he? fau ifer fih lass souls; 
i\ book's a soul's quintrss<*iu i* : thli^vcs of books 
Our-dc\il deoils • Let him dare it * 

(Jeihht \ ! 1 -mfi \ t t'.'iVA) A the A',‘>r. 
VoiLt. [hrcin r[i'itl^iuf\ * Way 

I'or his most Christian Maiostv, K lu^^Charlfs. 

Eriter ( 'J:iirle\ PIIL, tifftiiAtA '..nl\ h\ (luilL tniu Hrr'^ntu t, 
•/A' hoivs /> ^tri7.7.i afiA Lti'.tlavua^ 'irh, kiiitl. 

Charles. Signor, 1 greet you. Rise, ma l)elle Italienne: 
And you, my lord ; thanks for your welc(;me. Sit. 
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A {>()(>dl^ house ! Fit qu'clle est belle Madoniia • 
"rheS'u;ii()r is pleased to make this place our hostel ? 
Sh ozzi. All th(‘ kiujif asks iu honour, that we yield. 
Charli’u What is this learned litter.^ Madonna reads ? 
Laoilmnia. No sire ^ my lather’s pastim(\_ (dse, i' faith, 

siiniifu (intly tit hi'r f til her. 
Would I not burn them, siu h the* efust th(‘y make • 
Charltw \p(ittitii^ ht r ‘iir/i/lttirlx o;i the ihtiL ] Ah, wicked ! 
S/rozzi. A\e, an okl man's baj^atclles : 

M'ommaso, clear th(‘ board'; his Majesty 
Needs c'ntertainment. 

C/jitr/rj. No, by St nmu's * 

Let be : I feed on this. 

S/ce.c.i Liioiliimiif ^ htUhl {jnd kisses it, 
BrifOfinei, > Sire, it is said 

'I'he slu'epskins of tho Stroz/i well mi^ht bac:k 
The Argo’s golden ll(H‘ce. Your Amboise Castle 
Is poor in learned treasure. 

C/jjr/es, 'I'ur, gooil (iuiilaume* 

Where is the mam with ey(‘s for .'.allow parchment 
When lilies are afield r 

Piitd /vj iin/i round ht r - u ’./. m / ; she ii'V'ids h;tn, 
BrifOfinet. So ' 'Then this sijpu)r 

May with one treasure ransom all the rest ? 

Is it so, my liege ? 

Strozzi. I pray \(ni spaie u.s insult. 

Chtitdew Ikih * ’dVs a very Jew, this l>ric()nnet • 

Madonna, thou shall ttsu h him : comme ca, — 
com me c^a • 

R tips' Briso/i/itt the knueLle^, hiu^^hiNif hudly, 

Va donc.J thou ke.streP — Thus he crcjoks his talons: 
I la, voila ! So ' * 

Leans ever the table and i/a'un the b''cLf /onward 
him v'lth a ferocious grimaee. 
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Bnr have no cim, my lord : 
*Madonna\s oyo^ arc* all the hooks I read. 

So fair, ni\ lord, \oii hoiiiul this hook of love, 
Ainl^oise shall have no other. 

S/rr.z:.:. , /;«/. ;o/./;///v j (lod in 1 It'avon * 

lias tlu* ir.t'st Cduistian M.in*st\ a hlaeker soul 
Than d'nrk, or \ile Moresco? 'Take all these,- - 
Snati'h all rlu‘st' nJiMulne,'- of an old man's life. 

Yea, lift this lateh and iMasj^ a tlit)ns:ind realms. 

I'or this, () Xenxe'^, is no Hellespont, 

This hridjM’ no flood c-njMilfs: its pieis are sc‘r 
l)c‘ep in immoital spiiits; nndc*riuMth 
Wadi the dar!\ aju*s : rhon<;hts with winjjed fca'^t 
I'lash o'tn* this hi idtu* huixt antiqiu* times and ours. 
And lij'ht new hii>h\va\s loi thy sonl to trcsid. 

\a) , if \ou will, ;;o snh|U!»ate .iTl lands, ^ 

I'roin l.<‘hanon to the 1 h'u nhsin Strait, --- 
Hold tlu'in you shall not: realm on rcadm (dudes 
\ou, - - 

Sli[’'s from }oiir p,rasp like sand thro’ optm linj^ers ; 
Ihit these ‘'idarpp* \onr froiiTitn^ hy the hsi^’inss , 
d'ravtdled h\ minds ininumherevi , t on in less years, — 
A thousaiivl \olnmes, eai h, a Kinjnlom won; 

A thousand kinndoms of the s<tiil of man ; 

A thijii^and n‘aims to your oik* realm annexed 
vSteal, if \(ui will, all thea\ hut mn our honour • 
Ld'dain.’j, r:itlK‘i, he date* not tomdi them, - no, nor me : 

I have* a ft lend, - hehold • my hT^soin hides it : 

/ )r,rii\> 4 / \})idll fr-dti hir breast. 

Ere this it s.ued me.— -Se(* * I «!(; not flinch • 

byabs her iirm. 

Strr.vm. <iliiy7n\ My dau^diter * 

( Vhirle ^ . 1 la ' Y on are pierced ! ddie fair white fit sli > 
Mon diet! ‘ Dejes it not hurt ? Ho there, a leeeli h- - 
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Laodamia, \liiTiding the nvotmd\ No sire, no leecli for me : 
but, if you will, 

Call one to heal my father^s wounded pride, — 

Son of St Louis and of Charlemagne, 

Call from your breast the kingly chivalry : 

'That is the potent leech, i^'or me, i ny lord, 

I did but prove how little I should fc'ar, 

Rather than take dishonour from your hands, 

"I'o prick my heart, and brand upon your brow 
A shame no leech can heal. 

Churh's. Now, pasc]ues-dieu , (Juillaume* 

Here is a stalwart quean ! What shall we think ? 

I 'There is that tag of the army, that Omniscience, 
"I"hat dragglcal unctuous scullion, he who knows 
All tilings and tongues, all politics and persons. 
Save how to Pielp himself, - -yet helps himself 
^To all things : what shall we think, I say ? 

Tie comes from her, — he told us all about her : 

Aye, for the sight of her the other day 
So conquered us - 

Briconnet, And’kings are worth the conquest, — 

So mark you that, Madonna. 

Charles. He comes, 1 say. 

And brings us word from her, “The Iving is 
welcome.” 

Now, pasques-dieu, Guillaume, what are we to 
think ? 

Laodam'uC speaks earnestly a^ide nuith her father. 
Efiter an ojjieer nvho speaks aside to Brifonnet. 
* Brifonnet. Think, sire Why, a pretty actress knows 
How coyness quickens passion. As for him, 

. The old liuddle’s in his dotage. . . . Pray your prrdon. 
New embassy from Florence — 

Charles. Rah ! your Piero ! 
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Is nc/t that partridge plucked enough already r 
Hsa, Leghorn, Sar/ana, I ibrefatta, - 
N\'st cc pas asse/ ? I'our applet troin one twig * 
(“Countess of Pisa,*'- -liey, ina beih* Italienne, 

How like you tliat for a tith‘?) Piero ^ lla • 

You know (^^ne l^iero de Medit i, Signoi : 

Son of i,oren/.o, and ruler now in Idorcaue? 

1 1(‘ is a poltroon. - IVul him enter, (iuillaume. 
lirifoiuh't . Not Piero, by )our leave. ’\V(‘ pliu kial him, 
c:err('s. 

And I'lorenccg I hear, is like tn wring his lua k : 
"Phis time*, a gamer cock : tin* pro[du*t Jerome. 
(Iharlt'y, lie who f( 9 r('told my comini.^ r ^ 

lirif ,nfi( t , A \e, Sire* — lu*, 

Prior of St Marks, and chi(*f man now in I'lorence. 
'I'lu‘ mob d(dl* hats, and tiptoe tor*a g,laiu (\ 

(lhtir!t(. (iuillaume. I’d give mv purse to see a prophVt. 
lirirofunL As for thc‘ir propheci(*s, that stufi*, my lic^»g‘, 
d'hey juggle from confessional, like the- ilowm 
Your kercliitd from a bo\. 

Ghiirlcs, Bal*, tool, < onfe.ss : 

d'hou art a v<*ry knave in bud, -in llow(‘r 
A cardinal. 

Hriptinrt. My lic*ge, I hope to be. 

CL'urlt's. d'hou shall, d'hou art the greatest thief un- 
frocked, — 

A churchman I'lorn. . . , 

I 7(9 .S/r{>z 2 /] Didst hear that pTc^phecy ? 
iS/ri>zz/. d'he l'rat(‘'s sc'rmons ever made* a stir: 

d'hat more than most: indeed the petjple saiil, 
Preaching, a halo crowned him. Say. my daught('r : 
\^diat was the text 

Laodamiii. “ Gladius super terrain 

Cite et velociter,” father. 
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Charles, Ah, mac!onna ! 

You know their I/atiu ? . . . Ciuillanme, what does 
it iiieau r 

Briconnef, Swiftly aiul soon, upon tlu' earth a sword. 
Charles, Oui . wan'd, p^t^od (Aiilkiunu* ? 

Hrirciuiet. 

Charles. When said he that P 

Say, child • 

LauLuhia. ir fiot thiaa* }ears sinc(‘, iny father, 

lUdt^re hori*n/o’s ileath ? 

l\\k\ that was it. 

Charles, l\lsv| ii(‘s-d leii * ‘ /\ lul whanse con- 

fessions taiiphr him tliat ? 

*i'h(ni art an a‘ , IJriconmt. d'h.Ka* \{‘ars since 
Didst fh II know' w'e should man h to Ital) 

Hrr luitt. No, Si*, e. rl fra se nvii bout 

C/\b'les. Nor I. . . . Who ( lainours at the door 
* ( hiil laum(‘, ;m) s(*c. 

Cn/( e. \Slf/(l//n^ /; a/i n'lth /// j Not fin‘ nor fiends sliall 
.St ( »[■) me • 

Ih'i n)ul il’'f'> afid thi i li'i\friar ,, hra 

' Mai /an , / i t ( ( la s' aeay from 

hth’/ii! I\ hir . s-.alars, Brr'ainet it amps ^ 
ana’ .'s tht aLu'ni / the S/r -cec./j /he htilberdurs 
.win /; /a t f'e x ur tamed i l\ipt P am! take their 
pLe i s ill and the / .r hrs proteetiori. 

L.ip. I'linans ai h/ihny^. hra AUiriaTio^ 
p!^lh^dy h! aixiP iind pnrph ^ivitl: excitement,, 
C'c ivs hmisdf at (d'arles's /o/. 

Charles. Dp maiD 'I'hou proxelli'st. . . . 

[ 7* iSVc^v:;t./| Is this the prophet ? 
Strczzi. On\ Mariano, Sire. 

Altina/ry. \ /\/r/;/^ p^any ,v./v am! ‘irith uplifted hafids\ 

Omnipotent |(j\ e. 
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All huly saints, and tutelary stars, 

Sliake from the coma of AlJeharan 
Coiijiiiuti\e im fLis rei^al head* 

/\c//.i l\’s r'Vr r <//»./// //v r ;tn t uiu ttLn,sh iifid thro^vi 
J'nnulj nit > tin iiititudi / ih pvtuitim. 
iJ\irlt'\\ Ciiiiilauif e, the man is dnink. 

MarLifi . W'hat folk AVr these ^ 

A 

Worth} «*1 ihe(‘, aiu>nst aiui a ara] inonanh'^ 
lincofifitt, d'hv hiisiiifss, rrllow. 

MiirAin . ^ In'lioM a laviMiiiip, wolf 

IhowU ill sleep's liothinip inajc-t\, Ix'waie * 
ilh(nl(s. 1 la, I'oinnu* ( rsl dioir ' 

lir:<nintt, 'I'liKc o' th} tiop(*s : sprak jdainiV. 

MiU'i.u:., I'ra ( iii ul.iino, diie iitipLu aide h>c‘ 

Of the h.ol\ hithet, nm ni«»^t pioiis lk>|n‘ - 
('J:jrl(s, 'rh(‘ prophet, < rinllaunu* r ,, 

Hi: >}itut. Doubtless. 


|.7i/<.vj d'liat is well 

We al >0 aie the Ikup/ia's foe : eh, ( iuillauine 
May Liti . Curbed b\ ;u‘iielh!ia( oiiuai fioni his l>lrth, 

Chib ul Idat k Sat 111 n, t a^ ut I opii , \ lie, • 

h oil* )elasr , fal .e piophei, bla^pheiumi 

Riimny his v in y)\i<li4.ill\ t- a i\iiuL 
Out of who.e nuaith th.ere i'>.ues lir(‘ and 'iteneli,- 
Apo^tate, heieaarJ), am! denia!»/);;ue. 

Imp, fuMid, ab(nti(»n of the bottomless pit, 

Satan ineai nate 

S/iiiiihif r ) iirul yy/n' 1 t ill •U'lll: i iiy^e. 

i'J:arL\, IkisOjUe -vlieii * Commo i 'esl drole' 

Drnik i\ yyiun t'j Miiruni.^ Miuiikj hn lips; 

iiiiiL n t rniy , p.uiu)^ rrV/j //r ^arf iihAit ihe 
t f t! ill It sU7?u‘> in ihf dithi.lii [ lU'. 

Mill ■liino. Now, luiviii^ pi tu t*d the w ii.keiliif's ^ of t his monk, 
1 pass to instaiita's : as VKleiii.et. 
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He is the foe of princes. Liidovic, 

The Lord of Milan, your ally, he baffled. 

Prince Bentivoglio from the sacred rostrum 
He put to shame, and but for Satan’s aid 
[(■rossfj himself \ His life were forfeit. 

Brifomief. \To Strozzi] Is tins true, my lord ? 

S/rozzl. My daughter, say. 

llaoihufiiii. The Oiike employed assassins, 

WMio shrank before the I 'rate’s ga/e, and fled. 
ALiriano, Quo cognoscimus ipsum adparuisse Satanam : 
Whereas he escaped by shewing die evil eye — 

Stnrts Kh'k iis if at si^ht of a reptile. 
Alarum ! Let him be burnt for use of witchcraft • 
Ha ! Do 1 err ? Canst prick a hole in that ? 

No? Then do justice. Apprehend him. Sire* 
Ra/e out this blot upon our holy church ! 

Arise, St Cieorge, and tramjile on this ilragon ! 

Rolls his' eyes about as if for approbation . Briforinet 
shrti<J!;s ; tht ' King griiKs . ll^ith a gt stii 'iilat ion 

of %h'xation he proeet ih. 

Tut ! There’s no law nor justice in the land ! . . . 
Loreir/o the IVLignificent, moreover, 

'Phis impious Prate dared to reprobate, 

Denying (opprobrious wretch ! ) that gracious prince 
'Phe Church’s absolution for his sins: 

And he a prince ! I>ift, () thou son of Louis, 

Lift, illustrissimo, thy hand and strike ! 

And when fhey warned this hydra from the city. 
Insolently to the Prince he hissed these words : 

I stay : thou goest ! ” 

Charles. Lt alors ? 

Laodamia. ' The Prince 

Perished unshriven. 

Charles. Enough, good fellow, — go! 
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A side] 

Cut-throats before him quail ; he prophesies ; 

Works miracles, slaying piinces with a word ! — 
Now, by our l.ady, ’tis a dangerous monk ! 

We thank thee, father. 

Alariarw. his ht//id\’\ Sire, I escl'iew rewaril. 

'Vo save the King sufHces. . . . Mightiest Jove, 

All holy saints, and thou, AId(‘baran— - 
Brifontiet, Out, sirrah ! /'r</ Min'hjno /r I'ustlcil 

Charles. Do yyii know this man, my lord ? 

Stro7.zl. A rival pre;jcher, onc(‘ the vognt‘ in I'lorcMue. 
Charles. Does not the prophet loom more large and 
terrible 1 

Br if on net. Aye, certes. 

Charles. Shall we not hav(‘ this prophet, then, 

On Gur side, (juillaume ^ ^ 

Brifonnet. A)e, Sire: while it scTves ys. 

Charles. Pasques-dieu • I would not miss the ^ig,ht of 
him, — 

Not for a province, Guillaume • Bid him enter. 

Brifonnet \'f)eaks to iin Oj[Jiin\ Other soldurs fronu 
nvithoiit i f onvd into the room to hnd slide to the 
Kiny^. Ihtte n an expeetiint jHiuse. haiter 
Savonarola eliid as a lUiHhfriiir. VIh' populate 
pre^s to the door to j/'c him. 

Brifonnet. F'ather, your knees * It is the King of France. 
Savonarola. No, friend ; when on the erraiid (jf my King, 
To Him alone I bow. ^ 

Charles. Aye, aye, good father • 

Stand upon no punctilio. Y<ni are welcome. 

We hear you w(^rk great miraelcs. ^ 

^Savonarola approaches the Kin^ and holUf a triuifix 
to his lips. The King falls on his knee^ and 
kisses it 
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SaiJONitr'y/d, () King, 

lir(jn'/c‘ from the earth am I, wherethrough God 
blows, 

A trump to call his people to repentance. 

Whereas the land ol Italy is filleii 
f'rom end to end with wi('kc‘dnc^s and lust, 
Wh(’reas Christ’s \'icar, his sons ami concubines 
Sit clad in si'ailet, and the d)e is blood 
Wrung (rom rlu* Hock he shepherds,— (iod has 
spoken : 

“ Swiftly and soon, a sword upon the eartli * 

My temples shall l)c‘ [uirged aiul M\ house 
Sw^'pt of tlu‘ traffii kers, who t(jss mtui's souls 
Like dice upon M) tables.” 

LVwr/c. I la, moll perc*, 

You sp('ak of the holy father. Say the) trul), 

Did not this Horgia buy the papa! crinvn 
With }‘old that l)rok(' tlu‘ b.u k c)f mules a-many 
Savo/Lirolii, A)e, (iod beliolds it, King f 
Charlcu What said wi‘, (Liillaume P 

Also he has, by the year, for inlsoning Djem, 

I'oe of the Liiipire oI the "I'uik, a brilM* 

Of forty thousand ducats from the Soldaii. 

A has ce liorgia f ’'Lwa. ni) father’s tight, 

And mine • 

Sa^f fLirola. ['/crr/M ] "I'hoii play the henchman to the 
d'ui k ? 

Charles, Pardon > I spoke in haste. 

Savo?hir' lit. What dost tln^il, King 

Art thou that Cyrus sent from (h)d, and th(ju, — 
'I'lum viest with that Is(.ariot, him who sits 
In Pt'ter’s chair, and sells his I.ord for sih er. 

And with the price gives baiu|U('rs to his harlots ? 
Charhs. Absolve me, father. 
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TLir U^. "I'hoii - -\vh;it dust rin>ii, Kin[» : 

"rht)ii Art ihc‘ l^ortl's aiu>iiir('J, aiui Ix'holcl 


'Lhtui and ih.y men sedine, i 

it‘stro\ and idundt'r. 

Ch.ir!,,. ( 

Liiliaume, command that adl tin* aimy takes 

Is piua has(‘d or restori‘d. 


Iir\ luiit. 

Sita 

* • iUit oiir trt*asui \ - 

L’/'.ie/<’j. Art thou thi(* Kinn. P)ri< i 

)nnet , t >v am 1 ? 


. Djem shah thou liberatt*. ^ 

ilhiirlt ) . 


I w'ill, and gladly. 


And puni' h i md#vic < 

>f Milan. 

I>*n, ‘ f})h /. 

• 

Sue * 

S<i7 

1 le w ears the cn)wn « 

>1 ( iali'a/ /.o, wdii )m 

1 It* poi*.t)ned. 


Ih'n '.fnu /. 

( )nr sole all\ , 

•-renn'mlnT that • 

V NiU 'Ll. 

, ddu* ( iod of 1 Ustit e i‘ 

. sour sole* ally. 

'Aiiit't , 

I le j'ives iis p,oltl aiul j 

':isa<u‘. ^ 

S.i'V Jidr'JiL 


iM'wnire, () Levity* 

( )ut < 

)t th(' dark out* erit‘d tc 

> thet* foi aid : 


‘‘ Su( < • )ur iiu', stran‘^/*T • ( )rsu * I A‘t hiiu i ry * 

I stt)p iui none’*' — d'hoii l« m>I , ^t Iumi tiiy wav; 

J Ic’ that ( ncvi out fur '-au < utir was th) ^a)lll : 

On, un thy hudy hurrical tu its |’ravo, 

"riiy s()ul was kdt tu porlsh. 

Charh's. Ikif oiUK't, 

'Idiuu art th(' Levitt*: [1 'y SinKfuiroIa] luM I, hut he, 
ntRjd father: 

We pass not l)\ ; we sma uur Italy. ^ 

S.n^endr^Ju. IviuAV, f iirthermurt*, wlier<*j»j the tyrant’s 
son, 

Piero iiath hetravtal to thee tht* towns, 

Pi.sa, Leghorn, Sarzana aiul Librefatta, 

Fief^)f the city of h'lorciice, these shalt ttuju 
Hold as in trust to yield thenn back to Florence, 
And swear it on the altar m our Dome. 
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Charles. That will I, father. 

Brifontiet. Sire ! 

Charles. Silence, thou upstart ! 

Dost think that I, the King of France, must burn 
Plunged into hell, lest thou shouldst singe thy 
whiskers ? 

.Sanmiarola. Be as a guest in Florence, harming none ; 

I'or in that town God’s might is manifest. 

Charles. Ciuillaume, we’ll be that city’s firm ally. 
Savonarola. Gc^d is our sole all}^ : if He is thine, 

'Then shall tlie city he thy strength : for there 
God bids me garrison with His angels, 'Friith, 
I'reedom and Justice, every living soul. 

That, frt>m the city's vantage ground, the earth 
May yet be coiujuered for the King of Kings. 

For lo, a great cry goes up unto Ileaven : 

How long, O Ford, how long? By day and 
^ night. 

Cutthroats and panders stalk the streets of Rome, 
Paid by thy priests. On every crime the Pope 
Has set his signet : rapine, simony. 

Incest and fraud : “ Sin, O my sons,” he saith : 
‘‘Sin, and buy pardon, and endow my sins.” — 
These things, O King, shalt thou avenge. 

Charles. So will I. 

Savonarola. Yet injure not the Pope. As man he errs, 
As Pope he cannot err. Or if as Pope 
He errs, then Pope he is not. Call a Council. 
Nothing in haste ; but hold the sword of God, 

As in the dream that came to me from Heaven : 

“ S viftly and soon a sword upon the earth ! 

My temples shall be purged and My housed 
Swept of the traffickers who toss men’s souls 
Like dice upon My altars.” 



A CITY'S TRAGEDY 


47 


Charles^ \^l'^ising in cxciitmerii and dr arcing his siuord^ 

liy St Louis, 

This sword shall purtre the chureh, and lioine and 
Naples ! 

'rhence will we march to stay the lustful 'I'urk ! 

A Labarum ?s the Oridamme of I'rance • 

OJJict'rs and Soldi t^rs. [ Rising and dra'-icing thdr s^vords\ • 

A Laburuin is tlie OriilaiuuK' of l^raiua' ! 

Sai'ontirola, [ylftcr the clanionr has su!\\iiled\ 

Charles, ere thou slayithe lustful "I'urk abroad. 
Look in thy fcreast, and slay him tlierc. 

Ciharles. Mon pere ? 

Sinronaro/a, Wrong thou no woman, Charh's. • 

(ihar/es, \\Vifh ai^'erted heiid] So help me, Virgin ! 

Siivoniiro/a, If thou rcmuMuber, (iod remembers thee : 

If thou forget, then in thine hour (;f trouble, • 
Thou, too, shall be forgotten. f'arewell, King^ 
Charles. "I'hy blessing, Father ^ 

Sawnarola, IJenedicat te et gladium tuum Omiiipotens 
Hens, ^ 

Pater, et I'iiiu.s, et Spiritus Sanctus. Amen. • 
AIL Amen ! 

Savonarola hneeLs in prayer^ as Charles rises andy 
housing to Stro'z.'ziy silently files out ivith his 
retinue. linter T nlori eagerly, Savonarola 
rises. 

Valori, Luck to iis, Frate ! God has beared his arm ! 

The city has risen, the Metiici ^ie^•to Venice : 

“ The People ! "I'he People ! Let the tyrants 

die ! ” 

Sounds through the streets of Florcnce^^ and there 
%nthal 

“ Lvviva Cristo ! Lvviva, — Evviva I'rate ! ’’ 

Thus all you prophesied has come to pass : 
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The republic is acclaimed : the City casts t 
To the winds its tyrants, and for King takes Christ. 

He impetuously seizes Savouarola s hands. 
Savonarola. IHorence ! O Florence, City of the King, 
Lift up your heads, O ye gates ; , 

Yea lift them up, ye everlasting doors : 

And the King <;f Glory shall come in ! . . . 

I also have n-^‘ws ; the King will spare the city *, 
Pisa, Leghorn, Sar/ana, labrefatta, 

He holds in trust, and vews it on the altar ; 

His arms are pletlged to fight oui holy cause: 

This I commanded in the name of God. 

P alori. I'rate, you have saved the city : it is yours : 

You hold it in the hollow of your palm ! 

Savonarola. Aye • as the I lost to lay upon His altar! 
Falori. An omen. As I rode, a hurricane blew, 

And the last leaves of the Autumn filled the air: 
(ihosts of the vanquished evil, legions spent. 
Homeward we ride and trample them to earth ; 
Then shall we plant the new tree I>iberty. 

Addio ! I bear the news. Heaven prosper thee ! 

lixit. Savomirola ^oes to the altar /;/ the private 
chapel and kneels. lixit Strozzi. Laodamia 
rcnuiins. She dranvs near to him. He 
rises. 

Laodamia. leather I 

Savonarola. -My daughter ? 

Laodamia. You have saved us. 

Savonarola. Thank 

Not me, but Heaven. ^Suddenly recognising her^ 
Madonna thou ? 

Laodamia. You know me? 

Savonarola. Sol... And a great wind out of Heaven 
blows back 
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'IjH' I’am',''. of oiir i-'ook of lifo, tt) gloss 
D.irk hoiir^ with brii^ht, aiul point the haiu! of God ! 
Laoddtuui, Your eyes iiceus(‘ me, tather. 

Savonitrolii. No. m\ daiii^hter : 

'The* Master-Painter ra/ed that pitture out : 

Hi li/rns the pieces (>! ii '‘/»^’/ dtui cci 'tues iilwd'heiL 
LaodniHiU I'hen 1 may speak. You thoii^'ht im* talsi^.' ; 

I s<‘emed so : « 

Oh, hut methinks you mi^^ht olivine the cau^t*. 

Is it then false to hny^ xhc lile )ou love 
Ihu \ our#^)wn r 

Scii'OfJiiyohi. ( Rt'iidiN*^ fr'dfi it h','X ijfid ft'/ hi't'il to hn ) 

Qui sine pevi alo cs'.r, piimiis la(hdem mittat ; 
lie who i'> sinless, h't him first east th(' stom'. 
LdfAhiftini. O (iirolamo, I think you have* not ppiess(*d * 
Siivofiitroid, You speak in rid, dies. l)aui»ht('r, I must#jn). 

Rdodiidnii. Not yet! . . . Ah “ l!c‘ la/ed^that 

pi( ture out ! 

We are as shapes that (ill another canvas. 

Sdvondrold, 'Idle ways of God are jtraiun* : sinee last we 
met • 

What deserts have I travellcai * and this liouse, 

Your hus!)aiurs, is my Pisgaii : Italy 
laes at my feet redeemed. 

Ldoddrnid. I have no hnsliand. 

Savo/iiit old, lie of h'errara, — does he livc‘ no more* 
f.iioddniid, I do not know; I care not. ^ If the Church 
Call him my liu.shand, it is false, Usay. 

My husband is a memory ; — that dies not. 
Savoridrold, My daughter, it is not well that we discourse. 
You have a kinsman with us at Sr MarkV : 

Y^jung Alessandro Stro7//i, have ycju not ^ 

, I dam Id. Yes, father. 

Sitvofiarola, Prom him I will eiKiuire of you. 

1) 
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I'lorence expects me now; may God be with you. 
rarewell. 

Laoddm'ui. Stay ! Oh, you do not understand. 
I'\ith(‘r, 1 loved you all the while, — anJ him 
I hated. 

Ah ! . . . Not so you spoke of old. 

I.t 'idinniii, I spoke t(j kill your love : why not myself ? 
’'I'is dead * k heat my brow upon its tomb ! 

Pitiless, pitiless love of Heaven • Not hate 
Is hall as cruel ! v 

iiiiv'diiir'da. No, my tlaughter,-^-n(i ! 

Memories there are whic h, though we bury them 
' I'athoins beneath our lonely cells, rise up, 

Smiling, with sad wild face's on our change. . . . 
Christ’s love is better. I have said too much. 

Oh, if you lov<'d me and were lured away, 
-l)<iughter. Mis love consoles. In Him we yet 
Are* one, . . . rarewell * 

Laodiifniii, I lave I not saved your life 

You shall not i>o ^ "This Iiour at h'ast is mine. 

Ah ^ yeni were d(‘ad that night. . . T'o espemse 
a Stro//i, — 

'That was his plot ; and you were e)n his path. . . . 
1 b<‘g,p,ed )i>ur life; the price was mine. I gave it. 
Yes, hut once you were sate, lYns b!oe)d had paid it: 
Tor see * 'This steel ! 

Ih’diiu fht' stiletto from her bosom. 
SiU'OfLiro/d. \H'^ith /:'.rror\ You killed him 
L.ioddmui. No; helled. 

Snakes are not lions : 1 ha\ e not seen him since. 

Daughter, explaiiH Why did you veil the 
truth : 

Lddliimiii. I'rom you ? I must. My eyes, my lips, my 
hands. 
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He riovi rhcni all, — a <la{ygcr at yi?iir hroa.^t. 

One worJ had killed voii, — <*V(‘n i)nc i»latu;e ot 
I .ove. 

What CO lid I do: What hut ilc'.stmv your Lo\( ■’ 
() (iirolaino, I loved von s*>* I lo\ I'd \()nf 
Now will \ oTi liinp, me iiann \ou. - kill nu' aj'ain, - 
Slone me with '^aw-, aiu! fii'M.i pardoii'., -- ^ 

Me who tor voiir ‘^akc died nia^u inn ‘s r 

Ala^, in\' dauidn**]-, w h.it is tin. \<in tell i.u* ^ 
/ no/;v/'./. I wou.M not '^pea^, hnt ()n * 1 * annot !>ear if * 
S,n' M\ h <4 t heloxe.i * I a“ kunia ^ \\ hat ha\ e I 
done r 

M) (iod* M\ ( iovl f \ tu, r:l\\ ( io daii!>ht»‘j , 
lea\ e me ^ 

I he eei h \a )U, 1<M\ e m« ^ 

I ..r i \ J'( fhi< i'/\\ \oii, deal (dtoi.in^)? 

Nn-.' u ir' Li I II i!^' jitKiif . v /'*//;///. ^ | N (“*, ^ * 'M p^i\ ’ 

K I lerl K ) ' \ Kfit t lin:^ ) 

Christ ‘ I iol \ \hrpin ’ 

look on iis • lhr\ US ' Send ni'' tliv tmnpta 

tion, — • 

’Thine on the mount, ai! kmt’doms oi tin* w^ild, 
And all iheit '\\n\\ ^ tempi ni\ with thos(‘: 

Not lhi>* Not ihis^. . . Oil, ha I i’.ou l-Toujdit 
me here, 

lhiaduli\. to th.is (.oiKjuest, im‘, () ( rovi, 

Wdininj^ against the Iieema' of *i'h^ Ihiests; 

Mx h )or upon this riM> ah ' t hen f o«|>i nnt'e 
ll^-adlont^, the hole w<jrld lippiup, in m\ la!l . 
()!', (h)d, Thou kl)t)Uest how <l(\irl\ -ve i-a'.e loved 
‘ 'Two souls in rht‘ world aione wjtli 'Thee/ we ^aitl ; 
\\ in\ mi|^hr it never he, niy Ch>d, oli wliv? . . . 
Ain.1 lunv tiu‘ hard t^ain of m) years se<*ms los' , 

And she the (;ni\ j^aiti * . . Oh nat' h m< lioin Ikt, 
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Take her, thou passionless Love, thou omy Good, — 
Upon Thine everlasting arms we fall : 

Save her ! Save me ! Save Italy, oh (Jod * 

Ht' rise 9^ lifts her hand to his then speaks 

hoarsely, 

Christ keep you, daughter ! 

L-^odamia, Will you leave me so? 

Sa'uonarn/d. Do you not see the years heaped up between 
us ? 

And all the prayer that ivounts up to this triumph ? 
One slip, and then it toppKss ' Ol-my daughter, 

“ 'rriumph ” I eall it: h'lorenec* now is mine, — 
Reclaimed for Christ, — soon Italy,-* the world ! 

Hut is it triumph ? 

I trod, I trampled all this arduous way 
Upo[» your aching heart. lo)rgi\e. luirewell. 
'There is no more to say. A'.v//. 

LaodanVii, \ Diized] “ No more “ I'aK^well ! 

She stands rigiil, IsHpo lsmhw frotn behind the 
iirras. She i^inu's a er\ of idarniy and then 
ecllcits herself^ hitn nvith coura^{\ but 

nvithiait ;r< ionising }?ini, 

Lapo. \^B'jiuing profoundly] I'ear not, signora. I am no 
banditto. 

lAwdamia, 'Tommasc^ ! 

Lapo. Do not call : he dex's not hear. 

Signt)ra, I seek some private words with you. 
Laodaniia. What, right have you to intrude ? I know 
you not. 

Lapo. \^Aside\ Clearly she does not. [To Lacdamia\ Love 
toi-him you spoke with, — 

Love for the Prate makes us kin, signora. 

Do not suspect me. There were reasons — Hasta * 
Let this suffice : 1 hid to save the Prate. 
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Lao(Littiiii, 1 think the I'rate needs vio aiil trom us. 

Withdraw, sir: and if indeed )tui are his friend, 

Do not report our ine(‘tin|^: rhoiipji, In' sure, 

I lake nc shame from it. 

LdpD. ^ Trusi mi*, lair huiy. 

My homap^e locks your secret here for (*ver. 

/ //. 

luiodamiu. I think ) on speak sincerel).* 

Lape. I’ rom m\ heart * 

And now, si^>nor:i, li‘ti‘n • d'he I'raie ne(‘ds 
No aid, )on •lid. What ol ihi* words lit* spoke: 

'The savl wild fai l's/’ and, “ fiv* lonel\ I'ell " r 
You not ii ed that ? 

LiVALimiii, \l'ridil:li s i/v] : Yes, )es ! 

Lapo, The fasts, tlu* vi|/ils : 

No woman’s care to sa\e him. • 

Laodimua. (iod is with him. • 

Liipc, I h.ojH' so: (iod lias j^iven liim much tobe.'r. 

And little (imifoit. "I'hat his friends shimld si'e to. 
Which [)rini;s me to tin* purpi^se of my \ isit. 
Sit^nora, when tin* white mappiolia flower 
liares its immaculate bosom to the sun. 

That hour a blijjhr liesiet^e^ all its cells: 

So in this lair fruition of his life 
A slow obsession of tlu* I'rate's foes 
Menaces his destruction. Not unmarkeii 
Our prophet shiames tin* poniilb; wot unscathed 
He quells the pranks and orj^ies l''if>reiu i* loves: 
More safely shall \ou grasji the hunj^ry ilames 
Than scold a Pope, or curb a city’s sj'iort. 

LaodamiiU Indeed the Pope is stronj5,but God, mf*seems, 
GcaI and King Charles are stronger. 

^Lap:, Gixl, Signora, — 

God is the quotient of two mighty factors, 
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I'ortune and Force ; whom God helps none may 
hinder. 

But as for Cliarlcs, had bur the Fratt: known 
How Malice in its own despit(* enlarj’V'd him, 
Showinjj a da^>ger blunted by his/d‘iiuH‘, 

And 1 Vinces at his thunders dropping ilead, — 

And had he known witl^al how Louis’ son 
Shies like a colt at shadows — 

Ltiodiiffiia, Well, whar then ? 

Liipo. Fsha • 1 1(‘ would kiK/'A* he rides upon a bubble. 

Laoiliunia. 'I’hc' \:u\\c inethinks thait Daniel trusted in, — 
God's rij;ht('ousness. 

Lapo, Small mattcT, you will say, 

1 low Charles was won, if 1 h‘ will light our battle: 
Btit will he ? 

LtA'jdittniii. Is he not sworn : 

Lii/ Aye, while it serves us,” 

So savs “good (ruillaume/’ I doubt it will not 
serve them. 

LdOcLnnia, \ \ And wlu) arc* \ou tliat you date 

prophes\ ? 

Lapo. Only a mere interpreter, sipjtora •, 

Yet, thanks to four i»ood tongues and two good 
ears, 

In the way of my humble calling come some 
secrets : 

As this, \H.indi7}^ ht'y w /c//cr] 

'The ambassor of Jaidovic, 
d'he Duke of Milan, writes it to a clerk 
From Ferdinand of Spain. 

Laodiim'uil [/// dLirm] What docs it mean 

Lapo, Certes that Rome, Spain, Naples, Germany, 

Milan and Venice, all the world to wit, 

Will, ere Wlori’s boughs are clothed again, 
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lie icafjued to wcd^e our Cyiu*^ aiui his Dauiel 
r the l>oi^«r of Italy* and uii>h them there. 

"I'ruly, Signora, his Idi-s ar<‘ g,athering. lomid. 
Laoiitiuiiti, j ii (Jod will [Moiect r lu' 

ri'^ht. 

[j^po. lie dt>i's it sttaii!’el\ : 

Count up tiu t'auds and iuit^ hei ies ol ea. h Ihigte, 
You ha\c*, tiu*', sa\ , t!u* nuinher ^>1 l.U' 1 «mj»u<‘s. 
Charles nia\ h<i\ e time t« > <. Dmjmu Ruine aiul \apie^. 
And then - wli.it sai^l \our latiiei . “ All hr nkIus 

Slij^s frotn liis !’tMs|> like saiid tlnoiig'h oprii Iiuimms/’ 
It liuk hetalls, at hi'^t lu* i ut . hi^ w.i\ 

Back Into I'raner, hki' one pni'-iied h\ woivt 
"I'o.ssitig to Milan Ihsa <ind I ejdunii. 

To \'eniee ( ieiioa, Spain C'.i.ahria, 

And to the Bope the lor h.e fr.irs the m»>a, ^ 

I'ra J<‘rome * ^ 

Lir^diWiui- M\ (iod • Am! lhe\ will hum him * 

Lap'.. Ves, he^oiul douht. 

[jii hat can w'e do to ‘.a\e him ^ 

Alas, I am a wiunan. And ms latlu i • 

Has jiowiu' no longer. ( )iu e he had, -se-*, once. 
Liipo. I am a man, sipjiora, ami soui M ivani. 

LaoiiatJiiii. (lO, then, and warn the I late. 

Lap'j. Ni;, M!Miora. 

What can he do Don arms and tifdit llu* leaion* 
Xo', trust to me. 1 am not iuav at statts ratt. 

With worldly wit wn* gjapple Wf 4 ridl\’ mm. 

Merely as Prior oi St Mark' tlu* I rate 
Is quarry fcjr the P(q>e as Cardinal 
Their falcons cannot strike him. Now'*^ the time • 
Chief man in I'lorence, right hand of King^ Charles, 
A CardinaT.s hat is his; it needs l>ui th<‘ asking,. 
Laodamiii. He a.sk 1 
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Lapo, 

J(o would not, — no: but wi* can. 

' ‘ We ? 


I.apo. You U)()k askance upon my hose; and riti[htly : 
What folly Haunts in silk, what wit Inyustiau • 

'That fault your wealth corrects. 

L v^liinihi, Sure hut in Rome 

d'hc'y are j^rcNit lords, and inacc:essihlc‘. 

Lapo. Alps have their passes, c astles iuive their posterns, 
And the* holy father has the fair X^mo/'/a. 

IChcai * fiij^ac c's 1 knew her, not unkindly : 

A jest deli/dus her . . . B) the* ^T:lss, I ha\e it * 
I'anploy a sculptor: hid him mould the h'ratc* ; 
Biastc'r will sc‘r\e, -full Iciujtl'i and hi<’hl) colcjured. 
Sirai<>htway \'auo/7a tfivc^s a little suppe^r. 

I'.nter the Pope*: first dish, announced a peacock, 
lltiju*, c'ooked with fcMthers. l/ift the cover, lo * 
'The pestilent Monk, a P>ohadil in frocks, 
tSword in his hand, ohM en<‘, absurd, his mouth 
Puflitij* jp'c'at prophecies: (dadius su[H‘r terram 
Cito c*t \eloc'iter. l^jori’ia laughs and swears, 
I'ronting at last the gohiin of his dream^. 

'I'hen up trij'Js fair Vano/./a, blows a kiss, 

Draws frcuu her silketi gown a scarlet hat : 

C’ardinal dear, your sword ! I'his serves you 
belter t ” 

'The' hint i^ taken, and the I'rate saved. 

I .iioiLirnni, Ch), sirrah * 1 will have nought to do with 

this: 

It shames me that 1 talk with ycni. 

Liipn. hdd'jene • 

'Then ]eave the Monk to perish. 

I will not he a?; you ! 
L.ipj, Nay then, I urge you not ! Your hands are white, — 
So while, forsooth, \ ou fear a speck of soot: 
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TI^atc ' ju- Mu' Mdiik must perish in tlu^ (lames. 
AJjio, sM>:ujia. In yi)iir vlreams to-night 
I'hink o! ' Mue othtT men wlui ilaretl tlie Pope: 
lluss, ti " l><)lu-mian, burnt allv(‘ at Constaiu e ; 

I'lte trit'iuls ul Wahio rackeii anJ Hayed and Iroy.en y 
Arnold ('t rTeu'ia hanp/nl and luirnt at Rome; 
Doleino, nakt‘ 1 .., carried in a tar, ^ 

Pi(\ emeal with lAd^hol irons piiu hed to dt*ath, 

Ills bones laiti !Km\ his eves, tvirs, nostrils, (inju'rs, 
'PosschI \<) the jdbinp^ ^rowd, and lluut he iHiaI : 
Ail holy inen.who sluiined a [u-ollig^ate I'opt', 
d'hink ot tiU'ir fates; for sin h will In* llu* I'rate’s. 

1 ^jiiir yon. Addio * 

LaodutJini, No. Siipn^r, stay * 

Wl'iat do \ou ask ^ l or furtheiaiun* 1 Ni’ver, sijpior ! 
(ioid ^ It is eharitv . . . I low miu li ? 

Liip‘ . J lt‘av ('ll savn* yon : 

A tnatter t)( sonu* five hundred c rowtis. I'or, s('e : 
Rome and rlu- aits arc* lostly. 

L.i .daviiii, Pra\ you, wail. 

* I\xit 1 .a'.diiviK^ 

Still fair, sweit wife; and still them wt'ar'st a 
Inidkin. 

^ c-t, ’faith, we\ (' droppi'tl a poison on the lip, 
SujgirM, Init like to tanker in thy br^sisl, 

Pnme ' Kinp^ C'harles has failed us ^ this is better. 
"Phe liorgia bu\s lii'' mistress of he^' I'lUsband 
I <jr an ar;;osy of gt)ld and the rank of Marquis. 
Next to tin* l>orgia, jeroun* to-day 
Is counted mig^Tliest frock in Christendom# 
(di^mpion of Cliastity, henc'* in my powcT. 
"Po-morrow sees him Pope, and in that t.hair 
sphere's foc^thold ior my climbing. 
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Laodamia. ^Entering with a bag of money\ ‘ 

Signor, here . . , 

Oh, but niy mind misgives me. W?^it one day : 
f.et me ask counsel. ^ 

Lapo. Humbly I say it, Signora: 

Then I refuse the money : secrecy 
Is urgent. As for your misgivings, say : 

Can Love prompt evil actions? — lA)ve, I mean, 

Of holy causes. 

Laodamia. Truly : I'Ut, O Signor ^ 

Do nothing that dishonours him we serve. 
iMpo, Trust me, signora. . . . 

\Sht’ hands him the mGticy\ 1 shall write from Rome : 
Meanwhile, allow the hint : a Cardinal 
Stands high above reproach. . . . a woman’s care, — 
Not one of them but has it. . . . Not so, now : 
The Frate is not Cardinal as yet ; 

'f'hough by Heaven’s grace he shall be. Fare 
you well. Exit. 

Laodamia. “ 'The sad wild faces ” and “ the lonely 

cell ! ” ' ‘ 

So wan ! So worn ! — To save him once again ! — 
Has he, have I no right to happiness? 



ACT III 


Scene L — I Arcmw The Dnomo or (uithedraL Choirs oj 
the luhite-r'^fil Chiidrt'n of the A < rounl intent 

on SiivonaroLiy who is in the pu/pit ojic/udini^ his sermon, 

4 

Savonarola. Lastly, 0 l‘'lorcnce, hcavkoii. There be those 
Who say “ I'he Frate led us to this pass : 

1 le leagued us with tlv- Isdug <d I'raiice, who snatched 
Pisa, Legho*n, Sarzana and Libretatta ; 

Who vowed to give them back, but holds them still ; 
And lo the league Haines up against him, and 
Our fortunes are as faggots in the Dame : 

All this the Prate did.” Now, Idorence, hearken ; 
Charles is not conquered yet, — not yet forsworn. 
Did 1 not meet the King a second time, — 
Command him, win his promises again I 
Pisa he will surrender, and once more 
Gird on the panoply of God’s Revenge. 

Yet, lest he fail us, note ye this, () Florence: 

I leagued ye not with Charles. My politics 
Are not to bind nor break with Rome or lYancc. 
Tides ebb and How : 1 build alone on God. 

O Italy, a merry dance is thine, 

Fain to link always with the stongest arm, — 

Now this, now that. Have ye lyit heard of old, 
God built the world I Is any str,()ng as I le ? 

Think ye that when the stanchions of this pile 
Were laid, Arnolfo parleyed with the winds. 
Saying, O North Wind, Tramontana, p»op 
This wall ; Libecciata, wind of rains. 

For thee this conduit ? Nay, Arnolfo took 
Counsel with God ; the oaks, the steadfast pines, 

SI 
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Tlu* shapely (lowers, the laws that th^' stars 

In rhythniie orbits, — these lulmonished him. 
l'’or as the heavens are biiiKled, so th* - Dome 
And as the stars above thee, so withii^ 
d'hy duty shines. Yea, like a drei«m this worltl 
Melts, and our tlays il\ up like wreathe of smoke ; 

• Nor is au{’ht firm but Rit* hteousiiess and (iod. 
Wlierefore 1 made my pa^ t with ( iod alone: 

Tln>n, I'lotcMU'c, art (‘stablished on Rij^ht. 

Plant thou th\ U'ci upon vhis lank, and nations 
tShall break lik(‘ hail upon tlu bat dciiuMits. 

Yea, plant th) fec't, bur not a^ tho'{‘ who play 
At tourney with their paste-l’»t)ard boiirdonasses : 
No joust is this; (bid's chi\alt) are \e. 

Crusaders, go ye lortit; gird on }*»nv sword, 

The uneonquerable steed Contempt of Death, — 
\hetory is )ours • () Tlorein (*, thou shalt eoiKjiUT, — 
Yea, though thou fip^hi the whole world, and alone. 

'Idiis i.-, t h(‘ question, this tlu' hour; ihiV Consc ience, 
"I'he \h)iec* of ( iod within thee*, Cit\ of I'lorencc, 
Stands up betore thet*, i ries in mv voice. Choose 
’*l'wixt goods that (H*rish, or the eternal (b)od, — 
Choose thou, to chatter with the Lords of Lust, 
'I'hat mak(‘ this land one seetliing vat ot crime, 

Or now, tor life or dtsith, a band elect, 

Uplift and plant the (ionfalon ot (iovl. . . . 

Lhou wilt " iJehoid thy cMptain, sworn to stand 
Or fall with tliee • . . d'hou wilt not ? I'lorencc, I, — 
1 who have sti)od upon thy walls and cried — 

Cried in the night to all the nations round, 

“ 'Tile enemy is upon thee f Rise ! Awake ! ” — 

O I'lorence, I g(i forth alone, al(;ne * 

'fake thi>u my body, Christ : 1 can no more * 

Make me th) martyr ( Yea, I kiss the Cross ! 
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I hiT? \ •:]y boJv in the ll.inie^ i)( aiii^iiish • 

-tir n»)r rviLinipti, S.uaii, tl'iDueJi t!hs dii-st 
Ls e:isi lh</ wiiiiis. I jki* m'cJ. vt :i like 

\’iiies i' pl.iees !lim<» \\ lini watc'is laiL 

"['oikIk Jfnjhe u t'l I-spM!ii4 flu I o\ e/f will i i.s(‘, - 

i haiik^ l)e te ( hul, \v'h(» < \n\\ n iiu' with I lu (iiorie. * 
Wj' /'(' fr.ni ti t p/./y*/' is 

AIL 

St 111 • »l Mar\ , IVii ai lete, 

Sower of tele^^ial wlie.it, 

St.n s ♦!! hs V anJ |o \ c m t Li\ , 

I' M ireiu t' ei le to f I t e tn' J i\ : 

\h \ a ( ie ii, in ) a ro i e * 
roitt's “ 7 /v iJ'ill,,}! j {', KruA 

I hoii ha H tioj 4 )in piihwav h>wiv, 

Makiiit» thonis aiul hh^'.suni . hol\ 

( h'^ll , at t h \ I e<‘t we \,i\ 

Ihilins of io\ e to strew' fh\ w .u . 

\'l\ U ( f(’sll, lit ist ro i e ^ 

}' tntrL i t .. 

W'lieii iniholy shape. aFliire ii . 

I>\ rh\ mut'mI inouiit s(s me us; 

\i\ il li\ es tor us to .la) , --- 
(loJ of l>arties oiir. the fray. 
y\\ a ( iesu. Host 1 1 > I e • 

(r iris' 'I'^yurs. 

Cana fills our flasks w'ith \^ine, 

Miiipplii;* inarria^^(* Io\ (* w'iiii rlnue ; 

Oranp/ ti<nvers ar(* tiiine array ; 

"rriin our laiTips to shine for ave. 

Viva Cesu, no.tro r*- ^ • 

7 )//^/. i 

Graves are footprints •, there thy feet 
l/it, anti passinj^ h‘ft them sweet • 
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Cypress blossoms into May:^ / 

Loved ones there in peace we .ay. 

Viva Gesii, nostro re ! ^ 

AIL 

Lo our ark is whelmed with grief. 

Waft, O Dove, thine olive leaf: 

Floods are rising, storms dismay : 

'Phrough the casement waft thy ray. 

Viva Cesii, nostro re 1 
1 

Foes surround us ! Save as. Lord * 

Rise Jehovah ! Bare thv sword 1 
Rise and hurl thy foes away * 

Florence cries to 'Phee to-day : 

Viva Gesu, nostro re • 

As ihr fila '.ut Laodimuiij dad ;;; 

*iuhUe, nviih i/u* (Ihildn'ri of the iS 

accosted by Lapo^ mnv nvell dres.\ed hut still 
nuenrin^ a heard <jml laii'Ct ogui.seiL 
[jtipo. Signora - 
L.aodauiia. Signor ? 

Liipo, You have forgotten me P 

'Phe Guide, — the Interpreter \ we met at Pisa. 

My mission for the I^'rate is accomplished. 

Laodamiii. [Kigerly] Yes ? 

Lapo. “ Foes surround us; Save us, Lord,” they sang; 
And I am th^* answer to tliat prayer ; I bring 
The town’s- sal vation in a Scarlet 1 lat : 

'I'he little dinner of Vano7//a ilid it. 

Fairest signora — 

Laodamia.^ I.et us tell him ! Come ! 

Lapo. Softly ! Valori waits to see him. Much 

Has passed this morning since he left his cell. 

First let the impact of calamity 
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Brfjak. spirit; then, like balm, yonr voice, 

Breathes a sweet appeasement. Come this way. 
Sdvof^ir^jld cGjnt^s jcrnvariL Sever ii I men iind 

£ 'G7m'7i (ire auditing to speak nuith him^ iirnon^ 
tht^i V alori in the ^^o*iun of the Si potion, and a 
if sat er with a hap^ oj gold. The two latter 
approach Savonarola, 1' alori gives Wiiy to the 

Usurer, 

Savonarola, My son, how can 1 serve you ? 

Usurer, \ lU^itb trepidation\ An’t please yon. . . . 

Cioil pardon nfe. 

Siiv'.narola. I 'ear not, but speak. Y(;iir nanu' 

Usurer. I uip/i, the money-lender, pray (iod pardon. 
Savonarola, Who ask with deeds, not words, lie will. . . . 

What’s her(‘ r Pointing to the ha^ of gold. 

Usurer, (ioKI, fiither. 

Savonarola, Or blood : • . 

Usurir. Na, na ! My name is good 

None pays but what he bargains at my tal)le. 

But an you please to buy some^candlesticks, — 
(h)ld, father, gold, — for the altar at Saint Mark’s,—* 
So b(' you’ll say for my little son that’s dead 
Some four score mass(*s, here’s as many ducats. 
Savonarola, l.uigi. Saint Marks requires not gold nor 
silver : 

God’s altars all are broken down with gold : 

Yet if I say the masses lor your S041, 

Will ye supply rh(‘ lights ? • 

Usurer, Na, that is nought ! 

I’ll more than that : one ducal buys your wax. 
Savonarola, Luigi, oiir candles at Saint Mitrks are 
ts>iree, 

'Truth, Justice, and Compassion. Not from you 
Shall four score ducats light them. 
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Usun r. Np/' v(' say : 

Ye will not say the Masses? 

Savonarola. Yes, O Aiigi : 

Tor your bambino Masses shall he sahl : 

But there will be no lights; all iherkness, Luigi. 
Usurer. Ye cannot say a Mass without the caudles. 
Savonarola, (iod sees by other lights than ours, my son. 
Usurer. Na ! Na ! M'he)’ll say I will not pay the candles. 
Savonarola. "LheyMl say truth, my son. 

Usurer. Til make it li\e score: Come! 

Savonarola. Not fifty buys them. Ye: it \ou restore 
'To Messer Ihucio’s widow your extortion 
'fhat she may rear her little son, then, Luigi, 

'Lhe candles might be lit. 

Usurer. Come ^ Here be six score. 

(Live her them, thou : Til nought to do with her. 
Sa’-, onarola. Idiink, Luigi: 1 might rob you of your gold. 
Usurer. Na, father, we all know thee : come, come ! Lll 
trust thee. 

Savonarola. You are nour, my son : you have no riches, — 
Usurer. lih ? 

Tin not so sure* I could not buy ye Pisa • 

Savonarola. [Cion/inui?i^i!;] And it I robbed you of your only 
wealth, 

And you should stand a pauper before (iod. 

Crying to see your little son again, — 

Usurer. Eh ? Eh ? What say ye, priest ? I will ! 1 will ! 
Savonarola. ^Cotilinuifi^^ And (iod should say you are too 
poor for Heaven, — 

Usurer. [Fiercely] Pll see him, aye I will. Here’s ten 
score I Come ! 

Put ye that in the prayers. 

Savonarola. We pray with deeds. . . . 

Yes, Luigi, God vuill say ye are too poor: 
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Ra^s i o{ greed ! Heaven will not have such 

pau|H‘ s ^ 

But it t A ^ widow smiles on you, then (iod 
Will sec Miat smile in goKl upon }our soul. 

And say,'' ‘^Ct>me look U[H)n your son a}>ain." 
Usii'nr. Ant please \ou, father, comc‘ along with me: 

ril make yon widow ghul. 

SttvothiroLu My son, I will. 

So shall ye light the candles tor your hoy, 

And Mass be said witji caiuiles once a wet‘k. 

No riches, 0*m\ son, ye take to Heaven 
Bxcept your brothers’ and your sisters’ smiles. 
yiurfis to Fiilori\ Messer \bilori. 

[I'g Usin't’r\ Wait me, my son, without. 

/OAr/, *ivh'j hdS Iren ^v:lh iini'thrr nvfll- 

(Irt'ssed i'>uu‘s I'jriviird. 

Villon, Good morrow. 

SavoHiirola, Who is that? 

Villon. One Cini, a convert. 

Sdvoruirola. Once exiled in I'errura ^ 

Viilori, *Yes, th(‘ same : 

A I'dorentine of weight; spoken, they say, 

For ballot. We ma} neeil him. 

SirvGTiiir'jlii. Ah, Ciiti, — yes * 

A face once seen not often I forget. 

Well, and the news ? 

Valoru 'Fhe worst: King ^'harlc: (d h'rance 

Turns renegade: our sword i' the.sky, forsooth. 
Was but a windlestraw, g(me (Mi a i uff. 

Pressed by the league, his aimy llie.^ lo France. 
Pisa, Leghorn, Sar/.ana, — they are sold. • 
diiirfia. Sold ? 

^ Valorl, To our foes. 

Savonarola. He swore upon the altar. 


}i 
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y^nkn. Who heeds uii oath ? 

Sitv'jhir'Ju. In Truly. But ranee — 

y<i/on. Also the Vope pronounces you a h(,retic. 
Siivoiuw'jlii. Valovi, it is false. My creed is Rome’s, — 
My doctrine Init to live the Upriglit Life. 

Falori, 'I'hc Ki{\ht withal are warned you must not preach, 
' Do you sulnmii ? I‘'rate, we stand by you. 

15ut sinc(' your br(\ith has raised a storm l)eyond 
Our inanai^t‘ lor the hour, 1 counsel silence, 
Sfivoruir'Jii. ii ‘I 'rulerunt lapides : — They 

took up .atones 

'I'o cast at him ; but Jesus hid himself. 

And W(‘iit out from th(.‘ temple.” ddius my master . . . 
Yes, tor tin* hour 1 yield. 
yahn. Said wisely, ITate ! 

Reel till the storm has passed ; and tor the rest — 
(iood caus(', good coinage. . . . Here comes 
15enedetto. 


Unit’}' bra licmdclto, 

I' rate ! \hilori ! I'he uty is up ! 'The news 
Spreads, and the Arrabhiati, Compagnacci, 
d'lic 'Tiepivli— all th(‘ hostile tactions 
Combine against us ; lautovic supports them : 

Now they tear nought. 

yalori, lH‘ar ? Orsu ! But they shall ! 

'file laght are with us still, — the laght shall teach 
them, - - 

Out of a book whose words are strokes o’ the sword — 
'fhe swoni ol Justice carven with the names 
Of twice ten thousand honest citizens, 

Wlio in the I 'rate see the arm of God. 

Bmedetto. Ihit, will they see it now } I like it not. 
Savoruirda. [ To yalori] (io then, my son ; enroll all citizens : 
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Sham- (1 ii that folk, that guards with purchased 
arm'' 

Home, 1: nour, taith and freedom : free they arc not, 
lint sla\ of ea.se. Exit Ealori, 

Rene (lei ^ ^ Well said ! I drop my pahrte . 

Steel is my brush ; no paratlise I’ll paint • 

Nay, but I’ll shew these rebels lu'll • Hot reil • • 
Sa'uoriiir'yli, llettucc'io of tlu‘ tavern speaks, I wc’en. 

Not 15roth(‘r Benedetto of St Mark’s. 

Be net it ■/ / . . j 7 in -fi j t'j ^ , rin^ te> ‘in^ ] Aye, aye* I’ll s h e U' 
them hell '• I’ll 

Sinwrifiro/d. (h) • do pcMiance, 

Working, as far as may be, night ami tlay. 

At the Hall of the* Greater Cc^uiuil. b'inish it: 
Stal'>lish oiir dVmph' MtTey, that no soul. 
However poor or base, eonvict of crime, 

May be deiiic*d appeal. l'*or as a man , 

Stricken looks inward, fain to (deanse his spirit, 

So in this wrack the City first shall purge 

Its own ill) list ices, and tiien u|)lift 

Clean hands in prajer, and cry on (icnl for suecowr. 

/\xit Benedetto, 

Cries, \ I'r'j/n nrithouf] I’rataccic^ • I rataccio! (Jive iis back 
our Bisa * 

Enter a ni'jb headed h\ Ala’z/zinghi ^ Ridolfi and Cet, 

Cei, [Sti ui.\ in ^trinnniirv^ hn lute\ , 

Piiiji, ping, ping ' 

Let the Piagnoni swing ! 

I'or the city’s like a camposari — to. 

With its miauling, bawling can — iTj, 

’ And its “ (iesu King ! ” 

And its ting, ting, ting, 

And its drivelling, snivelling sail — to f 
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The Mob. Abbasso Francesi ! Evviva, I^^ma ! 

One oj the mob thrusts himself for*ufird and shakes 
his fist at Savonarola, crying iigain : 

Frataccio ! Frataccio ! Give us back our Pisa ! 
Savonarola, aving them back nvith his ha/''as\ 

This is the temple of God ! Away ! Away ! 
Fuices, Back! Back I The Prophet ! 

A IVomati, \Croi4ching by a pillar and pointing at hirn\ 

Santiddio ! See his eyes ! 

They pierce like swords,* —kill like the basilisk. 

Cei, [^Striking his Inte^ 

Ping ! Ping ! Ping ! 

Let the Piagnoni swing ! 

For the city’s like a 

A PacierOy or (fficer of the cathedral y makes a rush 
at him. He runs off, laughing loudly. 

Ma \zifighi. [Por *iuhom meanivhile the crovul has made nvay^ 

Now, prithee, I'rate, what is this we hear ? 

Was nc^t your Cyrus vowed to give us back 
Pisa, l.eghorn, Sar/ana, and Librefatta ? 

And lo, he sells them to our foes ! What next ? 
Thou hadst thy Bonfire of the Vanities ; 

Our seaports, lands, allies,— wilt burn them too ? 
Wilt snatch the very garments from our backs ? 
Poices. Evviva Ma7//.inghi I Abbasso I'rataccio I 

Re-enter in haste, during the last vuords, P alori. 
He confronts Ala^osinghi. 

Valori. What, thou, Rlazzinghi ? Thou among this 
rabble ? 

Ala’z^zinghi. Yes; for I seek to save the city. 

Valori. ' False! 

Thou seekest leave to sin ; thou evil fermer". 

Thou vinegar of vice and malcontent. 

What I dost thou chafe at piety and peace ? 
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c.own again the lord of lies and lust ? 
Thou L It not. 

AI/jzz/rj(r/?i, ^ Whom I crown is nought to rhue. 

My spc ch is with the Frato. 

Vulori, « 'I'hou, Ma//inghi, 

'Thou of the »^vr.int\s faction ? 

Altii.znighi, No, Valori, 

Tlioij knowest that I rebelled against the Medici. 
Valoru Orsii * thou didst, for thou art rebel born, — 
Thou and thy crew, •h'ra (orolaino .^aved ye: 

FIse wert tliAu dead, or dungeoned in th(‘ Stinche. 
Traitor, begone: or the wagging ol thy hood 
Shall wag thy truculent head olf. 

shrn^f and ^tves pliia' to Rulolfi, 
Rulolfi. [7i V alGr\\ Pardon, Signor: 

Reverently 1 ask it of your I'rate : 

It Hies about the city that tlu* Pope 
Forbids his preaching. 

Savonarnld. It is true, my son. 

R'ldolfu 'Then, with obeisance, thes^* good cili/ams 
Ihay you will not incur the wrath of Rome 
Persisting. 

P^alorL Na) , but make no answtu', ['rate! 

Ridolfi, ha ^ thou tyrant’s uiuierstrappc'r • 

But yeesterday the rope was round thy neck. — 

Who took it off? The I'rate. Whelp, thou 
knowest ! • 

So dost thou pay ? 'Phis for thy .'shaming, traitor. 
Strikes him in the Jnic. StmoiiaroLi interposes^ A 
Lry of ** The Guard ! ” Enter Constabulary. 
The mob take flight . Mazzinghi *and Ridolfi 
remain. 

Savonarola. [fTo Calorf] My son, what have ye done } — 
and in this church ? 
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God and our foes forgive the sacril(j^^h % 

Messer Ridolfi, as 1 bear no malice f 
For this your ill requital, so I pray you 
Desist and pardon. What you ask I )io. 

Ridolfi, Ebbene, f ather. . . . Have no ^:ar, Valori. 

Not here we quit accounts ; they run ! they run ! 
Mazzi»g/ji, Farewell, Signori ! We shall meet again; 
Not always will the I'dght be on your side. 

Kxcun/ I\l<rz’zin^h} and Ridolfi, 
Valori, That word is true. Already it is rumoured, — 
At the next ballot of the I'dght, we face 
The backwash of the tide, with such as these 
Our Lords and Magistrates. 

Savonarola, O sttjiU Valori, 

Not in the ballot, nor in France we trust : 

In Deo speravi : quid faciat homo? 

What can flesh do to us whose strength is 
God ? 

Valori, Nay, Frate, not that day, — your day of Palms, — 
When in the hoPow of your hand I said 
You held the town, and you replied, “ Aye, aye ! 
To offer it on the altar unto God ! 

Not even then had I a stouter heart. — 

Farewell ! I rally the faithful to the Cause. Exit. 
Laodaniia^ *ivith hapo at a short distarur behind her y 
dranvs near to Savoniirola. 

Laodamia, Father, Oh can I speak with you ? 

Savonarola, Return 

Speedily, daughter : meet me here again. 

I seek for strength in prayer. 

Exeunt in different directions. The Duonio is dark 
and vacant for a brief space. Enter Cei and 
Doljo. Cei draia^s a huge bag *ivitb the help of 
tnvo urchins. 
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Ceu \ So ho, sweet DoUo ' 

Ha^r rlo( 'red those cantinj^ devils? 

Doljo. Aye. 

Cei. And I. 

The dead ifc underneath iis, and alo(t — 

Tlie wcatlu'!co( k ! lla! ha* d’he wiiul has changed. 
Now let IKS sing a hymn, and then to woik. * 

to his lutt'\ 

C) my pretty 15ia«cheria, 

'feH me, whither hast thou llown r 
1 have searched thy easinetta. 

And thy nooks and cameretta, 
lint Bianca then* was none. 

O her laugh ! her cicalat(' ! 

’Twas a peal of little hells * 

Now slug’s weeping, her peccati, 

With the ranting canting I' rati : 

Devils roast tlumi in their ^ells 

Dost know that sweet one, DoHo? 

Dolfo. What, thy songs? 

CJnaf-fe ! Thou knowst I canned stomaedi them. 
Wilt roast the I'rate in his cell ? By Bacco, 

1 am thy man. 

Ceu Nay, O Ith Uriel ! • 

Thou seraph with the flaming swetfd * I speak 
Of sweet Bianca. Dost thou know her? 

Dolfo. I'augh * 

She smells of paternosters. * 

Cei, ' True ; ami once 

That was a wench as dainty as my lute. 

These be sad times. Scarce can ye buy a kiss 
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I'or twenty crowns; and ere the FAitc’s da:''/ 
sold them by the gross for half Ji lira. 

Dolfo. \V hat’s i’ that bag ? ^ 

(yu Dolfo, a secret ! a secret ! 

That bag contains — what think yeP^:?' He ^vhhpers, 
Doljo, That is good ! 

(y. M^e lay it in the pulpit ; hide it well 

With fragrant rose-leaves strewn as if in love : 
'riK*n shall he stand on it, the bag shall break: 
lie chokes, he snee/es, staked and swaddled in it. 
Ddfo. Stay! I’ve a thought. [Seratehey his head^ liacco, 
ril better that ! 

Dolfo has fancies: mark you that, old ’Cecco. 

Hold I Stoj) you here * 

(let. What seek ve ? 

Dolfo, Spikes, man, — spikes ! 

Gv. ,What lor, sweet Dolfo? 

Dolfo, to the pulpit] See ye that wooden edge? 

‘riiat spcMit o’ the prea<'hing pot? He pummels that: 
Iking on the rail.. 1 la ! ha I 

Co'. Ikit how, my dearest, — 

How hide thy thorns to grow among my roses ? 
Dofo, l.eave that to me. 

ilet. Dolfo, thou art inspired. 

I, too, sweet Dolfo. "I'he afflatus of the Gods 
Desccaids upon me. Hearken, son of Mars! 

Fetch me an %ss : a lean, a hungry ass ; 

A frock, a cowl, — a spattered blackfriar’s lucco. 
"I'hercin, sweet Dolfo, thou shall dress the ass; 

And prog him on the spear-point through the town, 
Cryirfg '1 he I'rate ! 'I'he I'rate I — until, pell-mell. 
The whole town yelps and bellows at his hecis 
Dolfo, By ikicco, that is good I It shall be done. 

Cei, And when he climbs the pulpit on the morrow, — 
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rii>(^ ! the ^iss, — iiayeil, hung above the h>ate ! 

A string Yhall jerk his ears and make them wag. 
Dolfo, Aye, aiid the spikes, the — ha! ha! ha! Come, 
’Ce' ;o. 

CV/. Cantate I%rnino ! Now let ns sing ^ 

Wang* Wang! Wang* 

Let the I'rate go hang • 

Witli his tartery, spattery luc-co, 

Anti his sorry, sorry hen-laid cue-co 

Dolfo. "['nice (/ thy littlj? tin words and tum-tum- 
tiim mings. • 

I.et iis to work. Exeunt. 

Enter J rom the rear Savonarola. Laodatnia I 'nies forv'ard. 
They meet. I'he aide uca/tj at ti re.speitftd distance. 

Savonarola. Vtni seek for eounstd, daughter.^ 
iModamiii. d'hc clouds are dark, —so dark about ^ou, 
Father. 

Savonarola. True, -and our wheat iingarneretl. 

Laodamia. ^ Ah, but you ; 

Wrestling alone amid the blinding wrack, ♦ 

'I'ieing your sheaves, tieing, )our sheaves, —and he 
The I'ontil}',- - lie who wields tlu* bolts of lieaven, 
Plunging them one by tme, until at last 
You fall. O fatlier, night and day my dreams 
l^icture you so. Ah, couhi we shelter yt^u ! . . . 
Girolamo, yes, we can ! Have 1 «ilone wrong? 

I lead you into safety ! • 

Savofianlti. Safety, daughter? 

bor those who tlo the right no danger lives, — 

No safety For the wrong. * 

Lao'^ ’- ‘a. We fight the world ; 

We need some base. Charles fails us ? 

Savonarola. O my daughter ! 
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And if it break, — that reed we leanv upon,-/- 
Is it not well ? l^'or vso we fall on (iul ! 

Laodam'uu Some rampart to your btronghold, — that wc 
need ! . . . 

If you were Pope? . . . Only from/ Peter’s chair 
Can you reform the church. 

SavormroLi. They say it — yes. 

Laodamiiu () father, if a White Bird from God’s throne 
Laid on your head a crown, a Cardinal’s hat, 

And hade you take the fi*;\st step to that chair, — 
Were you not glad ? 

Savonaro/a. Our vigils breed a vapour : 

Daughter, you dream. 

Laodamia, I speak the truth. 'Po-night 

The Papal Agent visits at your cell. 

I am the White Bird, — ah, you called me that,— 
.Once in I'errara, long ago, you said it, -• 

And on your head I lay Clod’s coronal : 

['ather, the crown is yours. 

SavonuroLu They sent you ? . . . Ila ! . . . 

Lciodcwihu I'reely I come; I wrought this; I am proud. 
Savonarola, And but this hour they called me heretic : 

My God ! Can this be true ? . . . I will not 
take it, 

I spurn the bribe. 

Laodamia, Sure, dignities refused 

Are laurels given of (iod and Hung to earth, 
Weapons of service idly laid aside, 

Brevets disdained in pride ? What said your Dante 
Of Celestine who, called to Peter’s chair. 

Returned the Great Refusal ? 

Savonarola, That, my daugh"*"*', 

That was the Apostle’s call to cleanse the Church ; 
This were Iscariot’s silver. Hush,” cries Rome, — 
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“ silcn*' Vhilc wc sin ! ” 1 will not hash : 

My shall cry aloud. 

Laodarnuu () leather • leather ! 

Pity it ■'yerc to impale your life and service 
On this aNnpunctlou, - pity, ah how i»reat, 

'Po shipwreck all your mission on a scruple. 

Are you not orthodox ? 

Savonarola, Yes, daughter, yes. 

Laodamia, 'i'hen must you obey the l\)pe. 

Savonarola, • Is h(' the Pope 

Who bought ^lis cn)wn with bags of stolen gold ? 
Should I be Cardinal if I should sell 
My conscience for the I lat ? 

Laodamia. 'Phink of the city. 

Savonarola, I would, — I would that I could give it ease. 
Laodamia, You can, my father. 

Savonarrda, If 1 betray my Lord.* 

Laodamia, You do not. Oh, for our sakes I implore you • 
As daughter of Plorence, oh, I pray you do this ! 
I'or the worldfs sake do so anj rtaleem the world \ 
For theChurclPs sake whom, yiekling, you will sav**; 
Ik^r your own dear safet), father, I beseech you! 
Yes, by the love we bon* of old, we two, 

My Girolamo, say not No. 

Savonarola. O my daughter, 

You press me sorely. It is not well, — not well * 
Laodamia. ff wrong there be, I answer^ before (iod. 

There is no wrong : the crime is i» refusal. 
Savonarola. If I surrender, on terms implied, not said : 

Dropping my sword to take it up again ? — 
Laodamia. Soon, Girolamo ; and then to save tlie church. 
Sav\ .yrcla, [Mtiliiativel^'] Man owes, I said, one debt: 
to God alone, — 

In paying which, he pays all debts to man. 
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God speaks within our Conscience, giiidinfr so 
Our deeds, as Beauty guides the artist’s hand : 
Whence comes the perfect picture of our lives. 
Conscience eschews this bribe ; the City cries 
Accept it. If a man betray his trus/’ 

To save a city, will the Judge condemn him . 
Tell me, my daughter, are there terms explicit : 
Must I forswear my mission 
LaoJatniu. No, Girolamo. 

Savonurola. Idle to shut our eyes 

Liipo^ nvho hiis driiwri marer durifiif the colloquy^ 
now 'mterposes. 

Lapo. Santissimo, 

Pardon ! I heard your question. ... By your 
leave, [7!? Laodanna] 

I can assure the holy Prate : — Yes ; 

The terms are to your honour. When to-night 
The papal agent issues from your cell 
It will be cried through all the streets, “ Once more 
The Prate saves the City ! ” As from France, 

So now from the league you save it. Rome will see 
That Milan, (Germany, Venice, Spain, — our foes, — 
Let fall their swordsand stretchthc handof friendship. 
The seaports loved of Florence as a woman 
Dotes on her babes, — Pisa, Leghorn, Sarzana, — 
All are restored to her, — not vowx^d, but given. 
This is your 'second triumph. Grateful h'lorence 
Will shower on you her wealth. Supported so, 
Your reverence will succeed to Peter’s chair. 

And from that summit rule the world for Christ. 
Savonarola. There are no other terms ? 

Lapo. Santissimo, 

Merely a little writing in your hand 
Renouncing your alliance with the French, — 
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(Sil^vius, recanting, climbed to Peter’s Chair) 
Vowing to yield submission to the Pope, — 

(As do we all, true sons ot Holy Church) 

And net denounc<‘ the Church’s so-called errors, — 
(Leave th?k to (iod : His grace alone sulHces). 
Suvonaro/a, [^ylfter n paust\ dertlh'riitt'l\\ 

Assumpsit eum l)ialK)lus : — the Devil 
Taketh Him into a mount exceeding high, 

And sheweth Him all the kingdoms of the world: 
‘All these are thine if^thou wilt worship me’” — 
[//; a terrible ^i9oire] 

Get thee behind me, Satan ! 

Lapo, Pardon, father: 

My wits arc whee/y hacks : your airy mountain, — 
By the Mass, they boggle at it ! 

SavGNarolti. I'he papal agents 

Need that 1 give an answer now ? 

Lapo. 'Po-night 

Or never. 

Savonarola. "Then, my son, we our ways,--- 
I to my Master, - they to theirs to say 
While Judas sits in Peter’s Chair 1 take 
I'rom him no red hat of a Cardinal, 

Rather the martyr’s crown of blooti. 

Lapo. Lb bene ! 

A pretty text ! We are not i’ the pulpit now. 
Mark that this answer Hings the {•ital glove : 

War to the death, — and you are nut the stronger. 
Savonarola. Alas, my sem, 1 would It were not now. 
Lapo. Still time to alter, hratc. 

Savonarola. I have spoken. • 

Lap One further word. We know your chastity. 
None calls a lifelong passion base, and none 
Rebukes a Cardinal. 
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Savonarola, [Looking Lapo io Laodamia^ who betrays 

conjusiofi] Ha, what is this? 

Lapo. All frock, — no flcvSh, — is pleasing unto Heaven: 
Reverently I say it : also on earth 
The chaste embrace of rack and Harn ' consoles. . . . 
Still the same answer ? 

SavoTnirola, (io, thou son of Satan ! 

Lapo. Addio, Santissimo. 

I .tipo witlnlrivivs . StwonnrrAa •^a^.cs for n moment 
reprom'hj till\ at ‘I .iir,damuiy then turri'i to go, 
iModam'ia. What have Hdone ! 

Girolamo ! h'athcr ! I'orgive me * Speak one word ! 
S:ivo?iiiroIa. \ Point }f)y^ to Lapo\ Yr)ur husband. 

Laodamia. [Itl/d/y and with anurzenu nt\ Husband ? 
Savonarola. Join him. As for me, 

If it be death, I trust in (ioil. I'arew(‘ll. 

ScENK II. — fht' s/ime, ihi' Duomo /r dimf light 'd, Dolfo 
Spini and (aero C,t'i disund fr'an the pidpit. Lnter 
Ridolfi and Alazringhi, 

Ridolfi. Well met * And is the f'rate's carpet laid ? 

Ct'i, Aye : but the rose-leaves will not cover it. 
Ridolfi. 'I'he ass\s skin is hiinp^ ? 

Dolfo. Aye, wi’ the ears : 

But, (jinaf-fe ! they will not wag. 

Cei, I'ellows, I swear 

'The I'Vate has bewitched the phae. 

Dolfo, Aye, that is so. 

Ridolfi, ’Cecco, I missed your pageant of the ass. 

Cti, Talk not to me, Ridolfi : I am sick ^ I am sick ^ 
I'cllow, the townks a corpse. As well, I say 
Cry Oyez ! Oye/ ! to dead men in their graves 
As set these snivellers yelping to our tune. 
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lMa^zi?n>hi. Noi?c followed your halloo ? 

Cei, ^ A score of Cioinpi, 

Some gutter fry, and cutthroats out of woik. 
Alazzhi^hi. riu‘ rest ? 

CiV. Clove their tloijrsteps, shrugged or scowled, 
'Then turned to drone tlu’ii damned paternosters. 

I am sick ! I am sick * 'riu‘ town’s a corpse, 1 saV 
Dolfo. Val»)ri has scared yon ral>hits to their hole^. 
Riiiolji, So where's thy chance' of ballot now, Ma//.inghi ? 
Dolfo, Cbnif-fc‘ • 1 would h.f\'C sworn the wind blew south. 
ALrzzi/ii^/jf, I 'rom ^^.ome ? And so it ditl. 

Rtdolfi. d‘his morning. 

Mtrz'zni^l^u ^ es. 

Rnlolfi, Now not a breath ! A deaui and damned calm • 
What’s to be dime, eh, Dolto 
Ihifo. I say, Halt* 

And let their pudding stew. i 

• Riilnlfu () sapient Spin! * 

(Iti. I>ah * it will stew till Doomsday. 

R.'dJ/i, 1>\ St Anna, 

I'ellows, we are fooled * 'flu' world against one 
sha\ (ding, 

And yet we dare not fell him to \ hr ('arth, 

/row Inhifid <i pdliii\ urhn t /’c had bern 
kNCt'hn^^^ dost' bid iiusu fi. 

Lufw, Signors, a citize'U (d Rome, I greet you • 

I rise from my devotions and iieh )hi 
I'our illust ri^simi : birth, sword and song. 

And law— each at its a|K.‘x. I hippy I'lorence ! 
Immedicable Rome. 

Ridolfi, immedicable 

^ l.yh) , signor? What disease has Rome? 

Lafr^. d'he itch. 

Dolfo, 'I'hen let the city scratch itself. 
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Lapo, Stir Dolfo, 

The itch is named the Frate, 

Ridolji. We have it too : 

Worse, signor, worse ! 

Lapo. What ! you ? — Yo^ rhave the cure, 

Dolfo. Gnaf-fe ! I would we knew it. 

Lapo. Ah ! You do not ? 

You fear this monk ? Daggers are his, and dungeons, 
And courts to doom his foes ? 

Well, no. 

Lapo. u What tlien ^ 

Ma'z.zin^h'i. Signor, perceive : we fear the town, not him.-* 
^I'hree parts of it are his ; he nods our laws 
'To twenty thousand knees upon this door. 

Lapo. So! lie is doubtless Jove, or Ciesar. Yet 

Some wise man progged an ass along your streets, 
And cried, “ d'he I'ratc* !” 

AlaT.’zin^hi. yLookiti^ ton^vard (/rv j A kite to catch the wind : 

No breey.e : they shrug and say, lie prophesies.'’ 
Lapo. And did not Balaam’s ass ? And still meihinks 
/ ’l^'was hut an ass : obstinate, and a brayer . . . 

They say your ass was stripped. 

Dolfo. We Hayed him. 

Lapo. And then t 


Ebbenc ! Death soon followed ? 

Dolfo. 'That is wrong : 

We slew him first. 

Lapo. Nay, but you were not wise. 

Dolfo. Ha’ pity on your beast ! 

Lapo. With due obeisance, — 

Should we not say. Have pity on your h'iorence. 
That cannot ride its ass, but must forsooth 
Be ridden by it ? 

Dolfo. That is true. 
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Lapc. ^ And why 

iietatise it will not strip him. 

MazziNir/.y, lhithf(*, Sipjior r 

Liipo. Cnmask. dctorr, oxposo. Where* lies his powe’i ? 
In ripjueoiisness 1 \(»iee ilu* heart of hloianieo 
When 1 protest wt* nil love i ipdueoiisness, % 

lint trade is better. — Wi’.ere, then ? As \(m say, 
‘They cry, 1 le prophesies ! *’ Ami so they iear him. 
But, Sirs, I am a philosopher: I would try 
I'his prophet as your alt hemist a im'tal. 

You do not comjueheiui ? Can any o( )ou 
Propose a quirk te) rid us of a (|uack ? 

Ridolfi, Not I. 

Dolfo. Nor I. 

Rtdolfu 'i'hou, 'Cecco. 

Cei. 1 am sick • I am sit k * 

Lnpo. What wap,er that I shall not do tins thinp, ^ * 

'Dolfo, liy Bacco, I will waj^e* fi\(* hundrt'd ducats : 

That will I pay to prie k thi>ass\s hide*. 

Lapo, Done, Messer Dolfo. *Sii-, you witness this? 

AIL Aye, aye ! 

Lapo, Now shall ! show )ou ? 

Dofo, Aye, wc* hearken. 

Lapy. Signors, four (.enturi(*s ago :ind more. 

In the year of our Lord ten hundred and sixty-three, 
Your great Pia///.a saw a marv(‘llous siglit : 

An E arthiy Purgatory,- --fagj><ns piled, 

Two flaming alleys, and atiown their midst 
Two champions vowed to walk atid jnove their 
cause : 

That, Signor, of the Fratc against the Pope. 

God would protect the right (an ancient error), 
And singe no Heece upon the good man’s cloak. 
Signors, the precedent is on your Book 
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()) Suitiiti's to this ihiy. It is the law, — . 

'I’he api>lic;il)le law. 

jMii'-.'.’.nr^hi, Aha ! 

D lf'.. By liacco I 

Ca. "I'he 'I'lial h) I 'ire ! S(^ ho ' 'riie 'i rial by b'ire ! 

I’ll sill” a roiuiei oil the 'I'lial b) I'ire ! 

II', then, he shmi the test, the ass is stripped, 

Or if he dares it, he is burnt to death. 

D'lj-,. 11a I iia • We'll twig the lit^'s ears wi' that; 

Yell d<nvii the street " U e’ll ha' the 'I’rial by l''ire.” 
L.ijK. Soli, fiieiidf The Map.istrates, the laght, are still 
Twirled on the I'late’s thumb. They soon retire ? 
laa- Lent. 

You seek eKa:tioii ^ 

Mu.. We are named. 

W hat i haiK e 

Lup-. rile best. Rome plies her engines. Signor, 

lb •iK'otorth, (u) I'onipioiniso. l irsC- -intcrciut; 
Toifs tr;ul(‘ .stopiHwl b> the leai^iie, — you 

inipi eluMu! n c ? 

'I'he au^uineiU ;ul \entrem. Next, ;ul ialiuis, 

'1\> wil ihe i^uius, i’xcoiuniunikation ; 

sl;u\c‘ I hr nu'ii, we .sciui the w'ives to hell : 
(Irouiulhail (or ani.^lini». !ieie\ your hallot-uy, — 
Save tiale; pl<M'>e Rome; cheap bread aiul e.'Lsy 
sin ii I 

'The mol) is at your beck; the wxind of Justice 
Hesiend^ upoit yt)U : >ou are the Inght elect. 

You comprehend me, Signors? 

D-Jfo. That is well. 

'I'heii shall the Eight propose the 'I'rial by 
hire ? 

J.apo, Nav, by your leave, that were a bungler’s shift. 
As ladies angle w'ith a covert hook, 
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Bashful aru! niotlost, so yom affects 

I'lit" air impartial. Sirs, this trial prociaais 
By challen^je, — life for life : tliat is the form. 

Doljo. Noi I ! I he taste of steel I know ; hut fire ^ — 

I like *.t n. r ^ 

Liipo. S(‘r Dolfo, you iiuleed 

Have other work. Alwa\s w(' riJi' the Passions' 
An ail too Christian lo\(\ ve m.i\ ha\e noted, 
Cire\friats to Bl.ickfriars hear. . . . 

* Will h run to (liat r 

Lijpfu On cc'rtain warranties : safety to tliem, -- 

'f'o your Blackfriars -no. . . . Tlu'se [)e details. 
Addio> 

W e meet aj^ain. 

I'hiy b ve. A’,\// ! „ipo. 

Altizzuiy^hi, Bene* d'he 'Tiial l^y h'ire. 

D'-J/o, Aye, that is 

I wish it wer(‘ tiot fire. 

Pity your heast, sw(*et Dollo. 

/A/J/". Wh^u } Art squeamish 

AV/. Bianca will not like it : no, slu* will not. 

\ et “fire ’ is a i^ood rhyme, a \'ery i^(jotl rh\ nu* 
“\\^U(*r’': that is not i.»o(Hi : I could not tnakt* 

A veise to rhyme with water.'’ 

AI(j'zzini(Pi, Didst note that word 

“ Riding the passions ? " 

Dolfo, iSo • 

Mazzinirhu And tl^it abtnit 

IMiilosophy 

Dolfo, Aye, aye ! 

A cunning knave. 

Oi] Dost thou forger I'errara ^ 

, How forget it ^ 

The song ; the darna* ; ’Nozza, the great white lotus ! 


RidoIJl 
A^l 
Cet, 
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Mazzifighi. True, and the Paz/i’s friend, your Lapo. 
Dolfo. [Startled] What? 

Alazzinghi. We thought him dead. ’Tis ho. 

Dolfo. Gnaf-fe • ( inaf-fe • 

Mtizztn^hi. Signors, walk warily. That' man sold his 
friends. 

Dolfo, I do not like a man that sells his friends. 
Alazzinghi. 'The bland, the guileless face. Changed 
certes : Ix'ard 

And tan and wrinkles \ aiso a leer has crept 
Into the innocent e)es. ' 

Dolfo. It is the same ! 

Cct. And yet he loved a song. I mind him well : 

I'ree of his gold, — a supple gleesome hound. 
Atazziaghi. Idle dog would dine upon his master’s bones. 
V.ei. but share them with his cronies, — aye, he would * 
Muzzinghl. For this deed he may earn his wage. 



ACT IV 


Scene. — Vkrencc: the dell.i S/^rr^r/,/, .urti through 

the {or P^rth j) iln Lii/rrj, On the ri^ht 

hiifii! the PjIiizzo 'ir/th the l\tfr^hier,i. hi fr^^nt 

thrtc iiipiici'Ais nr '.ilen r f/r,/, t,r phitprins nineil five 
feet fr.in tht j^routul drul driiped ncith On the left 

hiVii! it Idry^e pile -f fn;^;e/'t( 'noth <i iiihtle‘\di < penirig, 
Th( fore'^r^unil i\ iit fir^t whdnt, Ihe p'pnhue nre seen 
in the redr dround iitul ht\'did the pih : iUid iht kiLeny of 
a Ikuu' in tht PnizZit n thr-Ji^ed, Odp, Sp/ni ninth 
wen-dt^iirnu hetpi Ihith the populdee fr'.ni the ipen spdte, 

• 

Paices. [In the < rmv/J AliVetta, Fratc ^ Affrclta * 
A vv:in/ati ^ 

^ Citizen. Ah though good folk nyjst let their trade go 
hhift, • 

Jammed, all a swelter, on a rainy day, 

Ag(;g tor skulking priests ^ 

2nd Citizen. ^‘Thc 'Trial by Tir(‘ ” 

1'hev call it ? Plieugh * ’tis us that’s tried by water. 

^rd Citizen, And well ye are served, that make of (iod 
liimself ♦ 

A Caterer for your lust of shows ai)d shambles. 

2nd Cit, And do not ye, good Master Puca io, eh ? 

'^rd Cit. Not I, i’ faith ^ 

ind Cit. Why here then, Master Puccio ? 

AflVctta, h'ratc ! AfiVetta • Avvan/ati! 

^ Severn/ ICorknien issue from the Cofrf'ui hearing 
wood, I he ivonvd nvaithes them in silent e, 

«s 
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1st Workman, Examining the *iuood\ 

Wot all atop, but those be dry inside. 

Znd Workman, Like us now, be it not ? 

1st Workman, And no mistake. 

2nd Workman, They say, if he come out c)’ this alive, 
Tho next to go inside’ll bo the Pope, 

ri'p/tur the diimp *ivood nuith dry. 
Womans k^olcr. \Shri//\ in the pause] 

Sidnioh’s iho bloss(‘d l''rato ; JMisac h — Domenico; 
SilvOvStro’s Alnlinagc*. "fhen you’ll see 
Messer I>ord Ciovl 1 limsvdt among the (lames 
Kissing ih(‘ blessed h'rate on tlu* c heek. 

Oh what a grace we live to see this day ! 

Kxeuni Worktnen ivith the damp nvood. 
Voices. AflVetta I'vate 1 AfiVetta ! Avvair/ati • 
ilei. \Speiiki/ig jrofu a k<dion\^ Silence, yc* c itizens ( Have 
patience'. 

One of- the ovciud. Tut * 

Patience may sit on stomachs full of wine. 

Mine’s empty. Curse the shavelings • I’ve been 
here 

Since morning. 

Cei, Man, be thankful for thy mercies, 

'riiou canst not smell roast I'rate every day. 

I'he IVorkmen return ^vith more irood. The 
murmtn' of the ironvii y^ronrs slant again. 
Woman. [Shrilly] And there i’ the dark they saw the 
blessed Prate 

Transfigured like our Saviour on the Mount ; 

And on his shoulder sat a holy Dove, 

I^ike Mary’s star upon the crimson dawn ; 

And all his feathers were of gold and silver ; 

And in the blessed Prate’s ears he sang : 

And that is how he knows the things tcj be. 
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ind (i.'t. Plu'ug’; • I’m all sweat aiul ilrcnoh ’ 
is/ Ci/ . ' MiKule^' Pi, ill I 

I’ll sir in ('hiirch aiul set* Saint I awr^uct nsi^!. 

I lunc’s iSi^norclIi's pit nirt* slui'vv s yvui (har. 

I’m tionc this .side, sa\sh(‘. lla^ ha* I Ic liked if. 
2^/0/. W t‘’i’c‘ ioiit'on l^( )t h side‘> : t hr.ired <>[ lUir slu)\\\ 
Ancl a ijDod tla\'s rradiin; « 

I'Oi shame * 

A sc'cond I)ani(‘l in onr mi«lsi iM-da\. 

And that is all \c pr:^te of * 'riumk the L<»rd 
'1 he pi'bhh'sj chatter does n»)l finii tin* tide. 

2nd (jt. If firt* kill Trate, ihud< \e Mast^a Pnci io, 
dduai will it turn 

'^rd ilit. • Your ‘^ifs" \eoidd lant^h at (iod. 

2nd ( I low, i\last<‘r Piiccio.''' 

3 tv/ i^it, L ( iod I lu’ii such a > ye, 

Lonp,(‘r in the tonjpu* than tie* aim.'* N.iv, ha thy 
( rew • 

(iapt' on an “ if " : 1 fell lies* i heo* he 1 1 lose, 

'Pen thousand t)( ns iti this pla. e to-.da's, 
d'hat hrabhle not, hut know,* 

Ist (lit. Know what " I'.h, Messer''' 

jrJ (.it, 1 h(* hrt*ath of (ioil tliat sw<*pt us in rlie Duoino 

Shall frtHii this Pia/za blow tin* llame. w*' iitdii, 

So that the\ touch no Iiiijut of the I'latf’, 
lint burn the ljor{^i<i out of Peier\ < hair 
Aldiiy (.jtrzins j nLiliny fa .inl\\ WhJI said* \V(*I1 saiil* 
^e/. What now ( llt‘r'‘\ sdine «d th.em, 

y/ r //v IV'.rkm/'n /nyiin, /IHfiti^ 

l.itfio, ,ind (In ih'j'iutht'ffi^t Ivt i c // 1 he l\ nicjit t //, I 
<ind hd sil/'ntly ^.n the ivnvil j'.} ,i injiitiii, 
Lnpo, '^InthrforeyrouTid: />c/yi;7v/v: Too near, t(;«> mar* 
Anotlu'r four store yartls. 

f ft Ctf: [ hi the rrtir\ "I wo of th(* f'.ij^ht, (*h Messer ^ 
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If id Cil. So they be. 

The Signors Pier Alberti, and Mazzinghi. 

The Trial begins ! 

Voices. AfFretta, Prate ! Affretta ! 

Dolfo crosses the open space and accosts Alberti and 
A la%'zin^hi. 

Ddfo. Gnaf-fe ! What now ? The pot^s aboil this four 
hours. 

Where is thy eliampion ^ 

luittr f^ecretar\. 

Secretary. h'ound, my lords, found at last. 

Alazzmp^/'i. W liere ^ 

Secretary, In the cellars, crouching ’neath a 

ho{>sliead ; 

So scart'd, tny lord, he looked from cask to cask 
As, an ho mipju, he would have gone inside. 

(lei. The strait and narrow path to heaven, pardee : 

You crawl in through the bunghole. 

Alberti. Is he at hand ? 

Secretary. Dragged ii. the convent cart, my lord, so 
hir. 

Alazz/ni^hi. IJy the Mass then bring him forth. Dost 
think yon crowd 
A ilight oi summer flies ? 

Secretafy. Six men might drag him. 

Being esieemeii a judge of art, my lord, 

I tear that crowning touch would mar our canvas. 
Liipo. Bene, it is lio matter. 

Alberti. No matter, Signor 1 

Is not the champion pivot ot this trial? 

We must respect the law. And, sirs, moreover. 

It was his taunts that brought the Blackfriars 
here. 
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Lapo, Nay, par^^Ml ! [pointirtf^ across the PiaZ7ui\ 

• « Yon groy bird on the Torrione — 

Is it s dove or pigeon ? 

Alberti. I cannot tell. 

Lapo. Nor yonder crowd one greyfriar from another. 
Alberti. Not at this distanc(' ? 

LiipG. 'rin^y are too near — I own*it. 

Your pardon, Signors, yiunuti^ t(j the •S/’crc//;rv] 
Dues the palace hold 
Gunpowder ? ^ 

Secretary. ^Yes. 

Lapo. And pitch 

Secretary. It can b(‘ had. 

Lapo. And oili iind resin 
Secretary. Doubtless, 

Lapo \tuniiny; to A'Iazzir!irhi\ 1 shall need 

Some ten score ducats. 

Mazziiii^hi. 'Dion art a hungry wisdom. 

Lapo. Nay, by your leave; for mobs are swayed with 
catchwords : 

Catchwords are seed, and histbry is the harvest. , 
Hut sowers must he paid, — luy function, "riius : 
Voices among the crowd shall raise a cry : 

“ 'The Hrate counts on charmed frocks, wet 

wood, 

Winds, witchcraft.’’ But the Greyfriars.^ They 
are fearless ; [Lau^^hter a^nouir the bystanders^ 

Nay, that the flames may fiercelier burn, they 
ask 

Gunpowder ! Oil ! \ (Continued laughter^ 

Stout Greyfriar.s ! Dastard Frate ! . . 
Next, roll the barrels out : the crowd take fright ; 
And in the stampede, sirs, we gain our distance. 
Thl'n, Capitano, hedge our ring with spears; — 
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No nooci to driifi; l"ra RonJinelli fot.h : 

Now any pij^oon .ser\(*s to face y(>iir rr{)W ; 

** Behold/^ tlu‘y ’11 cry, ‘‘ Tlu' l^ravc man for the 
Trial/’ 

Yon comprehend me, Signor.s ? 

D0//0, That is well. 

Lupo. Caw (Tows» — coo plj^eons ^ NoiU‘ shall hear their 
j>abhl(‘. 

All’s diimhshow the crowtl - this onlv ^ lear : 
*]'here is delay; the h'ra^^i* shirks tlu* powder: 

^Vhat proof mor(‘ sure* ? \\h‘ 0)11 the ^ asks away * 

Dolfo. Ohol 
Cci. Aha* 

Aluzziri^hi, Yes, — -roll the casks a\va\. 

Ltipo, lie fools, he (heats ns, honest (iti/('ns f 

Heir s loose. Now Capitano, pp\(‘ the word : 
Withdraw yonr j^nard : ilu' Tiial by h'h’e is 
* Hosed, - ' " 

Suddenly, Sii^nors, at a sijjn arran<n‘d. 

The mob will vio tlu' rest. Yon (ompiadtend me r 
An end to the* I riite, and no murder kloiu* : 

MereK some' casks rolhal to and from the [/ile. 
jllhrrti. lliisIH . . . Messer Cini. 

Mijzzinohi [itndc /.> /w//» ] One «)f the Bij^lu ; knows 
nothinii; ; 

Opposes on the Council . . . Ctnne : this way. 

(lini *rppr'‘,ii /:<’ ( find AMiizzinghi, 

Liip , (di iind D'Jfj nin’i' in C'jtupnny. 

Cirn. Messer Alberti, what is this 1 hear 1 

Alberti. Nothinii; but what, as one of the raii;ht, you know. 

Cin'u l"he braii;j.j;art I'riar who ei^i^ed us to this crime, 

I'ra Rondiiielli, skulks. 'I'hen, dose the 'Trial. 
Alberti. Nay, how, my friemd 

dm. Ask not the how,” but do it. 
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For 'his man saved the litv. 

Alhrrt.* • C^raiu if, Sij^nor. 

IJiU 1..* consents, lie claims a proplu‘t\ powet. 
e pu*" tiu‘ 1 laiin to trial. What moia* lu.st P 
CtJii, A lnirhar('iiK tiial a hhu k, a hrip^aiul's lustice. 
Alberti, h rieiui , ha'rt r!u)ii s»‘en a rahhlc iMiilktsI of sporf P 
Cun. Aye, aihi a thous.rul \vt)iihl not inakr me play 
1 in* J ihlas to a Saint . 

Alberti. S.ilm it \ i/ii will ; 

\V e nuist he 1 ivl of : Roitx' asks it, Ciiii. 

We ha\(' l)e#n nileJ too h>ne^ lu’ Ikif ernosl<‘r,s. 

Now look Non \\ her(‘ it hM\e'. n.: Ihsa lo.r ; 

Rome, \\*nn Naples, (ierman\, Spain aiul Milan 
In leap, ue a;» mist ti . ; (ommeic<’ in fhaline; 

'rheiit\ interilh'teci, I'rienvi, I say, 

With the small key of the* man', life \vr <)|H‘n 
I'o oiir arms the ppite^ of Ihsa ami I ep.horn, 

"r<j our llapt^iim, IraJe the ports (h half the worhi, 

Ami II i‘a\en to L'very (l\inp c ili/en 

Sped hy the 1 N;[H‘'s writ to the eterieil fin*. 

licttei it is to ^loc)m one ppiilth ss man 

'I'han to emhn/il a ^ it y. 

Ct7n. Man, thou lit*st : 

Justice is more thaii thou oi | /)r 1'Iorem.e. 

I hy dastard s ln*ti(.‘rment woiiKi make thi> town — 
'fhi s I Usian P.iradise of (‘m hanteil l(>wers - 
Kennel a r^r (jf toysfrils. Wh^ai to this 
A niiti<Mi falls, her freedom is for«^doomec.l, 

Dead at the \erv core, whost* nerve ami pulse 
Was justice*, fervii.!, passionat<*, inti-Use. 

Pause not lo rivet gyves on stich a ra( i* :* 

Its blood, its brain, the milk within its breast. 
Begets, in thought and lieed, slaves, harlots, despots. 
Alberti, art thou stubborn ^ 
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Alberti. The city’s good 

Demands it, Signcjr. 

Cini. Then, go tell the Eight 

That Cini sits not at the shameful board 
With six Iscariots and a Pontius Pilate. 

Messer, enough * I have done with thee ! farewell • 

Exit. E?iter Sti rctiiry. jM(i 7 .'Zin(rhi and Lapo fullcnv. 
&ecretar\. My lord, your fellow Magistrates await you. 

Our plans are laiu ; the pageant may begin. 
Y(ni will pr<‘side ? 

Alberti. \nn'rhaniniils\ *I'hc city’s good demands it. . . . 
Yes, }os — the city’s goixi. 

Mtiz.znv^bi, Carp, quibble, browbeat — 

Dance to the tune that Mariano pipes. 

Meanwhile-— the powder — oil. — You understand. 
All is arranged. 

Alberti. |j//^///^7;/v I 1 will have none of it 
It irks my soul. This is a just man. 

Ma7.zni^hi. , Prithee ? 

Alberti, d’he plot is yours : speak, Messer, you ; for me, 
1 wash my hands of it ; I hold aloof. 

Mazziie^hi. What, you, our chief? 

Alberti. Ebbene ; I will sit : 

Session is not assent. This deed is yours. 

jLapo \steps fornvard hrislls nnd addresses the eroivd\. 

People of l'h>ronce, my fellow citizens, 

The trial will now begin. I pray your reverence. 
As before 1 leaven whose fiat we invoke : 

Also pay heed to your own safety. Sirs, 

Conning the mighty issues of this trial, 

And how a specious victory may be won 

a breeze that parts the flames, a sudden shower, 
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Or^tLiilure or tiu* I'r.i Roiuiinclli, 

'riie^Mrlcss ch:iinpioii ol our ilol> Pope, 

Asks tliat for LortiruJe tIu* piK‘ .shoiiKi b(‘ar 
Gunpowder, oil, pltv.h, re in- 

.1 murwtir 'j alirDi iiui' t/r iro^ivd 
I lave n< > fear , ^ 

As yet, niy trieiiils, tlie powiler not phuc’d, , . . 
Whether tile Trate, whom in:i) protect 

W^ill 1), M\ e the harsli(M* ^e^t, that, sirs, I know not. 
Goiis that tan save* from fir(‘, can savt‘ from 
powder : * 

But li(‘, perhaps, sets stoia* hy other aiils, 

Messers, ive soon shall s(‘e. I lu' (rial hepjns. 

A fierce hurst of the llanies, a Midvlen t rash, - 
The tonppie, (he tioom of IltMven: (JovTs voice 
has spciken * 

Does (iovl ( oiuh'mn th<‘ Po()(‘ r He saves th<' m^nk. 
Behold, our I' rate on the l.ot’pj.i steps 
Unsinp/'d, unsmokeil, holdint* the* cross aloft* 

He is a prophet * hollow him to the d(‘ath. 

But if he .dirink, <*vade, or dare and ilie, 

It is a charlatan * I lave done* with liiin * 

Back to \our trade, and to tile Church’s bosom . . . 
Make way* See, teliow liti/eiis, th(‘ p(jwder * 

hour barrtLs arc r'Jltd ifi^ je 7 V’r,///v “ Pitch 

O//, “ Rcs/fiy'^ ( lUn/ryivdcrP I he 

rryuwl retires •with preapitatifaiy leavmy^ a 
large dear spun r'Atnd hi:e pile, •which ts 
immediately oaupitd by Dolfo s men-at-arms. 
Ma-z‘zinghiy as Lapo retires, hands him a bag 
oj money. 

Lapo. [joining Cei] Come, Messer Cei, hast thou thy lute 
iii tune ? 

Ces, And thou ? Hast thou thy wallet filled ? 
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Lapo, With gold 

Enough to mak<- the city sing. 

CW. Then come. 

Exeunt, Eute}\ hi the po^vns of o{jict\ the Ei^ht Alagistrates 
\^()lto di (iuurdhi e Ii(d'iii\ ^vith iheir Secretary and a 
Heriddy (Inii hcin^ nhsetit. They ascend the hir^e rostrum, 
Alberti takes the head place. Next to him sits Alazzin^hi. 
Around this rostrum are pLued it iiuttrd oj men-at-arms. 
Entet\ thereafter j hrii Mar at no iind t*ivo other grey- 
friars. He asct ntL one oj the smaller rostra. 

Loud Chiinfing from ncithout 

l^xsurgat D<‘iis, et dissipentur inimici Eius, 

E( fugiant qui oclcrunt luim a facie EiiKs ; 
iSicut delicit fumus delidant, 

Sient Iluit Cera a hicie ignis, — 

Sic pereani pc*ccatures a facie Dei * 

Enter lastly^ in procession y bra Domeniio in a cope of red 
velvety bearing a great cross : by his side Savonarola 
carrying the Host : tind Era Silvestro, folloired by 
numerous other Blackfriars, The three first enter the 
second small rostrum opposite Erii Alariano. The other 
Blackfriars stand grouped at a respectful distance ; one 
at the forefront , of youthful appearance y betrays under the 
guise of a young Alonk the features of Laodamia, 

Secretary, \_Readi.,g in official tones] 

Whereas the reverend Prior of St Mark’s, 

Fra Jerome, hath maintained seven several theses 
Touching our holy church ; and rhercanent 
Fra Rondinelli, a Minim Friar, affirms 
That these said theses err and promulgate, 

To the offence and scandal of all simple souls. 
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A Ijiorc'tic (aU 't* against onr rojn* ; 

VVhorc\' ,, wirhal, I'ra Roiuliiu'lli hatli, 

PurMiaiit to ancient statutes of this state, 
Challe!i<;(sl t^* a trial In lire, anc.1 hoklly vowed 
With any th.inipion of I'ra jeronie 
lo ent(‘r siJt* by side the llanuss ; aiul lastly * 

Whc'ieas I'ra Doniinii , a Major I'liar, 

Doth diiU accept tlu‘ chailc-iijM* as afoiesaid : 

Now b\ onr r(‘.s|M‘et ■Mr Lords and Maidstratcs 
It is d(‘c*rec‘d t]u‘ tiial shall take* place, 

And II(‘a\c‘n shall \vitnc‘ss which of these' bc' true: 
And if the said l''ra Doniinic sh.dl burn, 

I'ra JeroiiK' shall be batiishc'd /join rJiis State*, 

And to the sentence of the* Ik)['>e dc*li\ered. 

And ina\ the* Lord have nu'rc y on his scnil. 

I /A 7e> /'//cV '.f /'} [ 

I)(;ininic, at t tlnni here* r 
'lu'ii I )‘j}u tUi .. I am. 

/ ln\dd. Come* forth : 

Piep arc to staiul within the llaminj* pile. 

Fri 1) c i\\e, b\ tl'.e mc’K) c>f our blc*ss(.*d Savioifr, 
I am piepated. My bod\ to the flanu's 
I do ccMisii;ii ; not doubting that my I.ord 
Will save* me as in holy Daniel’s time 
Sidrach W'as saved; that lust and fraud and lies 
May perish frcjm I lis Church, and God Himself 
In our dear brother Jerome’s wcn*ds and works 
lie iintcj all the woild made maniles^i. 

Herald. Rondinelli, art thou here ^ 

bra Mariano. He is. ^ 

Herald. C(jme forth : 

» Prepare to stand within the flaming pile. 
bra Alofidam. Magnificent Lords, my brother rests 
within, 
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ExpcctaDs Dominum, 

One oj the /light leans cn^er ^vith his hand to his 
ears to catch the phrase. 

Waiting (iod, my lord, — 
Humble, convinced of his unworthiness, 

Not drunk with vaunt and bluster like as these, 

Yet, like Empedocles on Etna’s brink, 

Fearless and 

Suddenly Jlings his arms out fiercely toward Fra 
Domenico. 

Ha ! Avaunt Sathana ! See ! 

A fraud ! A trick ! That red frock is bewitched ! 
Let him be stripped, I say ! 

Fra Domenico. Sirs, it ivS false! 

Mazzinghi. Your hesitance attaints you of the charge. 
Prithee comply. 

Fra. Mariano. Tut I in the name of justice 

I ask it. 

Savonarola, [to Domenico] Change it, brother, if they will. 

Beckons. Laodamia disguised as a young Monk 
comes forward eagerly. 

Laodamia. Father, for your sake, yes, I walk the flames. 

Savonarola. Alessandro, is it thou ? We ask your frock : 
Change it with brother Domenico. 

Laodamia. [ruefully] But, father — 

Savonarola. Enough ! The flames shed lustre on your soul 
Go do the lesser service and content thee. 

Fxit Fra Domenico with the young Mon: 
Savonarola and Silvestro kneel in prayer ; tt 
i lean to one another and discoi4rse 

undertones ^ smiling at times. Meanwhile 
a balcony in the rear enters Cei masked i.s 
fiend j lute in handy clad in scarlet ; with bor, 
mock hooves y and a tail. 
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Cei. \^uigingy nvith a mysterious note of deprecation in 
Aha!^^] 

Nov^ Siitiin hath his jacket back ! 

Aha! Aha I 

In witches’ blood he dipped the sack, — 

No burning that ! r>iit now, alack, 

‘‘ Papa ! Papa ! 

Cries b'rate “ Must we fry ? ” 

Saith Satan “So dn L’ 

Aha ! Afia ! 

Fra DoiHenieo reappears in the usual hhiek froik of 
his order, Luodaniia disguised as the \oung 
J\Ionk /f Tioiv I lad in red, 

Mariano, Aha I [ drosses himself, ] 

Ma7.7dnghi, What now ? 

hra Mariano, Sacrilege waits on witchcraft. 

See, my lords, see ! They burn the bl(‘ssed cryss ! 
Mitzzifjghi, Nay, rertes, there you wrong them. 

[To Savofiarola] That, good father. 

Goes not to yonder pile, as shall we say. 

Libidinous pictures, false hair, bangles, trinkets, • 
The like of which ye burnt two Lents ago, — 

All in one Bonfire on this same Pia/./.a,-- 
Voiir “Vanities” forsooth? 
iSavonarola, Not so we bear it. 

But even as those who call on God, and say : 

To us, O Lord, weak sinful men ?s given 
This mighty charge, to save a work! that sails 
Down on a weltering tide of Lies and Rapine, 
Wherein all bounds of Right arc washed away: 

And now behold they have us by the throat. 

They thrust us rudely to the flames and cry : 

“ Show us a miracle, or else, pardee, 

Well may we know that pope and prince are wise : 

• c 
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'l'hcr(' is no good nor evil ; teeth and talons, — 
'These he the only riglu : 'Truth, Jiistiee, I.ove, 

Are old wive'.’ tables, coined belike by the weak 
"I'o save them from their rightful lords the strong *, 
And yet, ha ! ha ! if haply this yoiir (^od 
.Sa\e ye from (ire, then will we do him honour.” 
'Thus (K) they laugh, () Lord : whence now we 
cr> : - 

“vShiiu' in th(‘ (lairu's that wrap us round, () Cross • 
A bc‘a('on lest tiu* ( ireat Ship of this World 
Should crash in darkness upon sunken rocks.” 

Fra iMiiritifi'j, Specious and hectic! Hear, () Lords, 
calm reason I 

Dili not great Pallas by her emblem save 
'The cit) *Troy, though doomed by Helen’s rape ? 
But when they snatched the embUmi, 'Troy was 
l)urnt. 

Lrgo, the (ilods despite this Hytlra’s guilt 
AVill, for their i*mblenTs honour hold him safe. 

Item, he seeks to make the Cross a [>eg 

'To hang his crimes on, out of reach of justice; 

lt(*m, if ye Magnilicents permit 

'This sacrilei>,e, ye try not these said theses, 

But (iod Himself; item, ye stand condemned 
Crimine Diviiun* majestatis laesae. 

()?ie 'jj t hi Fight leans f^^rnvanh his hand against 
his ear to eatil: the phrase. 

High trea.s»jn against the Gods, my lord . . Aha* 
Beware ! Snatch, then, the Cross. Forbid thi‘ 
outrage ( 

Mazzitighi. Signors, what say ye? This seems reason. 
The Fight. Aye, '^ye 

Ma%7.itighi. Usher, remove the cross. 

Savonarola. Consider, Lords : 



A CITY’S TRAGHDY 


99 


Wc y’f ld the sanio ri{»ht to the* challengiT; 

Both* bear Ills Cro^s : let Christ tlu'i 
between us. 

I'he Council ha\e liecitbal. 

Sav: fiiir'Jd. () ye jiul^t‘S, 

Have ye iu)r read ‘‘ In <.]ui) iiidlca\ erltis, 

I lulicabiiniiii/’ A crucKix nu'ihink.s 
I lati stn vej \e well in purj’atorial iiu\ 

I I'>> hr,i I )'}nt'nn 'j\. ^ 

Yi(‘KI it them, brotlun* : we abide their laws : 

We are bid r(‘disl not evil, sa\e with _<n)oil. 

rh(‘\ hiw lI.Y iir.u iifid then it thi' lJshn\ 

*/li lf'!\ III. mint thi' Ihu re! nunkul “ O// o 
iiM'nl Ir'.fii th, pilt' iiiii! y'Jidl j 1 r'nir' 

d iiiiliyniiti n u hi,iril t<j (irisc Iroiii thy i r'nvii. 
M(i7.zin^l'd Most reverend (atluT, se(‘ : they grow 
inijxitienr ; • 

Me'>e(Mns ^oii h(‘sirate, 

/* rd ih iiuitii^,. No, we arc* rc‘ady, lords* 

An’l piv'ase )ou, bid I'ha Rondinelli forth. 

Alhn'ti. S:i) , Master S(‘( retary : but is the Prior 
Named in the writ ? 

6Y/v/,//V. Not lor the trial, m\ loid. 

Jlhcrti, "Idieii, I'ratc*, keej) \ our < ro.s.s. 

Mii'zziiiyJ^i. His prudence, Si^>nors, 

Larns him the ri^‘ht. i\ prophet Jc‘ss discreet 
Had with his own flesh made the rash adventure. 

Muruiii'/ LiuyJ^u * I hi' liight \mtle, 
^■■iv'.nar'Ja, Nay but, m\ lords, 1 stand beside iny [brother ; 
l/ip,ht ye the flames around us both ; we fear not. 
"Idiough, when at first their taunts and challenge 
Hred 

Myidirother’s liasty zeal, 1 said, “Perchance 
Ye do not well in this. Shall man declare 
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God’s hours, and importune his arm ? Shall we, 
To whom our brother’s thoughts are dark; unveil 
The unfathomable wisdom of the Power 
Pavilioned in the stars?” liut now, O Lords, 

Now that ye have decreed this trial, surely 
God will not see His cause discomfited, 

Y(*t could ye burn our bodies, scatter abroad 
Our embers, char this flesh and blood of Christ 

Holding up the Host. 

l*ra Maritifiu. Sacrilege • 

SitvotiitroLi. \(ejut/uuiuir] Consume this v'isil')le world itself. 
Right still were Right, — the central thought of 
God, 

'Phe perfect poise, the keystone of life’s arch, 

I'ho changeless fashion of the soul that lives. 

This burn thou canst not : lo, (iod’s awful shape 
'Takes of thy Hames a raiment for his wrath : 

"‘Clay, wouldst thou pash thy potter? Shards art 
th(Mi ! 

I'he wine thy life is poured upon the ground * ” 

Us he renews with rivers of his love ; 

Nor is our witness in the burning bush, 

But, in your hearts and ours, the still small Voice. 
7/v biirrd r?uirle<l is here rolled aiva*^y 

and iinother a7id Luder roar rises up from the 
eroded. 

Maz’zift^hi. IvltKiuciKe, father, certes ; show them proofs : 
'They clamour. 

Fra Domenico. Yes, O Signors, we are ready. 

Ma-zzinghi. Id'»bene * There’s the pile. 'This side 
you enter. 

Fra Demenuo. An’t please you, I say, call brother 
Rondinelli. 

Mazz^nghi. He is detained. 
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His t'hallcn^»(‘ hroni^ht ns here: 
llo*was to cMitor with iis. 

y/v it'f <'/ //Lit ltd “ y^/, / I r llt'ii it'iviw, .ifui on<f 

oj'fY ,i i/' «v/ r:S( f Nf> ft -in l/^r p' f^uLiiC, 

Yon luMr tlu‘ irowtl ; 

H(‘rwc‘cn iwc; hios, which Jo \ou choose'? Bc'tl^ink 
yon, 

I.ook to \our ^atc*t). As a IrirnJ 1 counsel - — 

^ii\' tiiif'Jj, I I{ I't'ii /) tt/i/j.i j I miK h inisj«)iil>r nu‘, hrollua'. 
Here* is (onspiiMc\. . . . Vc* lorJs of I'lorc-ni c‘. 

Are se as ^Tunestei'' on the* hein h of justiii' 

I'hat toss \our cir)\ honour aiitl )onr souls r . . . 
'ihi‘ (iy'>TiuL AllVetta! Aflic'lia’ 

M.i \\7,!ty^ht, llaik, thc‘ .storm is risin|» * 

Onr power is ^rc*at in I'lorc‘n<c\ r(‘v<*r(‘ml fathc*r : 

W' e eamu^t eurh th.'* tfmpc'st. 
tt.ir'.Lu J'his is rank * ^ 

Where is the cJiallcmjM') ? 

Comc‘ • prithee*, prltiu'e • 

1 woulJ tiot stic kle* nou . riu'sc' many \ears 
Ihue > c‘ not proplu-sicil, anJ h*J tlie < r»>wj 
On miracles and portents ? Now bethink \e, 

I'he stuff' ye ga\c? uas sonic'what full of wind : 

The) are iil-nourishc’d, lianuuous, hunj^rv, c.old : 
I'heir stcjmac'hs c 1 } for mon'. (d\c* ir t hem, prit lif-c. 
Or cjuit Us of the c otiscsjueiic c*. 

/,/y I)y/ticy//to, iitiil ttuilc m 

iitinct’/'j bui ktiit! iti pi I h.' muyaiur 

of tf'c ir^.nucl IS suddi nls ( /'t'< hii b\ a dap of 
fbutidir, 'ivhereat the Motiki b/k upas \f if i 
(ippt’td to Htai'eti^ atid thi l\i^ht iho'iu Si^ns oj 
alar DU At thi^ DiODitfit ^ lit tip b\ a sudden yjt’aftj 
ft! the day k ties a of the thundey thud^ (led s Jiyuyr 
appciifs ^lyaln in dttthrJa di (yur ff upon the balcony . 
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Cfi, I 

Didst hear the thunder rack and crack r‘ 

Aha • Aha * 

Old Satan rolled upon his hack: 

De ('Urs(‘d til! all the skv i»re\v black. 

Papa! Papa«'’ 

Cries 1' rate, Roll awav 
"rh(‘ pownler now, I pray : 

'rinua^’l! h(‘ no trial to-da\ 
lla~haJ 1 la-ha f 

RuJ't\ ‘>ul 7 tht l\iL fi\ !.tnt!\. A 

ju\t'd fi'u'yf r\' I'iji'il jr fn /A tr^Ui/ 

*ivl'!ih .s’lnlh ‘A-.e/v tiurni^ (he j'JlAviuji 
dull- ifit' ./ ; „ir. 

Fra Miirid/i,, What now? Vhvy tnirii th(‘ blessed 
Host' 

H/jter h)’ii Hturdr/t' hnitt^de\\, 

lient'drth,. \ *S77 7./, jyKj/.'fii: txnhdis i-. iht' LtU h,irrel 

tHiirl’id “ ( ianp^nvder " ;/ 7/> fri\/l\' r IInl | 

Cook * l.nok * . . 

'The I rowd is cv\in<; we shun rhc‘ trial. 

SilVOtldf J,l. JfH.ir.i dK d(\ \\ V 

Ht'ru'dett'j. Take reiiii^e* I'ly * I'he) sav ue tear the 
barrtds. 

Laodtifnui. \ I h \ril\ I walk the llames. See ^ 1 di\crt 
them : tl\ • ' 

^dvonarrla. What ? Are we aettrrs mumming to the 
crowd r 

(iod^s eve is on us. We abide their laws : 

He only 

The L^d'dsj *ivly> mt\imvhdi dpp(',ir t'. L'dve been 
repRiny^ t\irfiejtl\ /v the pr 'Jests 7 Alberti. 
Middifd) rise. 
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Si'* ij^;i Di.ti rc\ crcii J pi ic m r!u*( oin f is clo^ oJ : 

W'c sftjp the ni.il 

Iwdi" ./A /A r.c/. '>1 I'},: J/.e 


irai' „■ 

1 < .> ‘.i ' 

/, i. /'■./ /),/", 

yii.i) li, Vi A\ '' . 


. ■ V hCM, eV'./ /<.;*/> 

/ > S.r ‘ rj; ' / 

/..; , 

/.,• /)' 

ititn p .r. M, 


/Ae, . .A /.AS. 

Vi./^ : t 


y /V’m.' 

■ I/.-,-'., 

' y 

.'V/ / A. .V( 

rh( ' n 

^ . V. 

/. 

l' d r:. Mother.'. Wii.. 

e > till. 


Shall taste file >teei nt m< , 1 eei- 

1 • ( ' » \ M !< )t I. 


n ...... 

,,//./ N /.’. .// /v 

/nr,f;i //r . 

/ 

. 1 V,./,/. /A .> VC./ 

/ //.VC /^’v /V, //i/ / 

/< ». /. / 

/ yy /v ./ ./ f 

\ ///;!' '/.' ’/A , ; 

■ / '/ /, 

' '/ / A , y /, '/// //' /// . 


SeriM 11. I !'( ridit , Ifjilf.'i ht 

^ v n ny j // ^ i./yyy/ 

J ht' /A./aa y /• i!< uy/r</, 7^. / 

O.;, /i. ./y/^/ 

i/.y^i;/;/'^’ t \(( >i </ /y/.'v. 

• 

Ar/ri /;■ tn 'jr:fh ///. . SaiiH M.n K's ’ 

!'( > Saint Mai k’s * 

( ///'Ar ;/ r y // . / ./. y ■ . // ^ ! ' . 

/ *.c, // /' y . A c 

hi;!, Hit piU^ y; //A l*;.s 

,//,y/y;. ./y/y/, /'/ // c 


(Inn i^^'l '.j ii ! nnj^ / L. lii ;/< , > ir niif'i, n 
u-( n pryu’liny iin: ny i jH}:t\'fl\ puk- 

iny i(p 

i' ' \ i' j* ' f)i I'tfiCiith tl'C i u} hiifhi! r . J nun, 1 Iclp, feiidW, 

L.idr'nt . \\' h.e ’ . t i.ru* , 

/.'//Cf fy.rfi hrfu ith fit *>;// c 

ur':\iuf '/ tht iSVr:,'./, n nr ,lij iti //, y,ir/> 

^ //:r hrdii .A/, !:<t,k jr’nn 

htdil t' t\t » 'nu\ 
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NiccQtifii, A wounded friar. 

Ladrotu', What colour is his frock ? 

Niccolini. Wait not to ask : 

Wing thee with pity, and fetch a cloth and litter : 
His life hangs on thy speed. 

Ladrofic. lilac kfriar ? Oho ! 

By Hell, I’ll draw his leather for his hose. 

Nurolini. Back thief ! It is a boy — thy brother : have 
mercy ! 

Liulrofu'. Bn;iher me no damned shaveling brothers, 
priest ! 

Pox rot me if tlie dead guts of a hlackfriar 
d'o-night aren’t worth a ducat, shrift to boot : 

(iet thee * I’ll end him. 

Niiro/iru\ Through my body then. 

[.(tdro/ic. Hell blast thee for a cursed Heretic. 

NiiYclini, It is a Strozzi ; his life is worth a ransom. 
Ludronr. Basta ! 'Phou speakest Tuscan. Come! go 
halves. 

NuroliriL Haste thee, and take the whole. 

I.a front'. By God, I will. 

Exit, (dnmour iv'ithout, Knter Ridolfi and his 
kins nun, I'ldori by the neck. 

Nil coll tii retifYs behind the curtain beneath 
the rostrum, 

Valori, Loose me, ye bandits. 

Ridolfi, Know ye not Ridolfi ? 

"1\> the lamplight, dog, and look into my face I 
There is a smart upon it j dost remember ? 

Blood from thy heart is medicine to that. 

Take'this, old hound I 

^tabs him in the heart. He falls dead. Silence 
for a moment. Niccolini reissues from behind 
the curtain. 



A CITY’S TRA(;B1)Y 


105 


Niccoltiii. God ! It is good Valori. 

A itjwer I'as fallen there ! 

iWies fro)H 'lutthout. Ntciolttii 'ivithdraivs into the 

Moires. To Saint Mark’s ! T'o Saint Mark’s ! 

Enter iincjthcr piirt\ of iltti^.ens\ nuith torthes^ pu luxes ^ 
iind ladder One stumble on the deitd body oj V tdori, 

\st Cdtizen, Sacks in the r^ad : fiends vSpite thenn ! 

2 nd (ntizen, ’Tis a man. 

3/7/ (dt. T^p, bnflcli * 

^th (dt. 1 Ic’s tlead. 

RidoIJi, \Leul\f on a log of the pile am! iiddresses the ero’wd^ 

(iod speed you, citizens. 

I low goes the siege 'The I'rati still are fighting ^ 
What have ye there ? Bah ^ Spare your picks 
and ladders, ^ 

'The convent walls are tough, hut powder cracks 
them : 

See ! 'rhere’s an eartlu|iiake sleeps in yonder cask. 
Points to the burr,! of ponvder rolled to the steffs of 
the Pfdtrz'zo, 

(dts. Heave ho ! Well blow the brate into hell ! 

They roll the barreL 

Ridolji. Messers, what’s here A lopped-oft' branch,-- 
a limb, KhE^ig the body oJ Vidori, 

lu^rsooth the brate’s right arm ! Men of b'h^rcnce, 
This was X^alori, a pious stubborn man, 

Chief of your State, a thousand years ago, — 
l.ast Candlemas to wit, 

Cits. bvviva ! livvivu*! 

R^deiJL In the reign of Jerome, juggler of renown. 

(dtf. I^)wn with the I'rate ! Evviva Ser Ridolfi ! 

Ridotfi^ Give him his due, he served the snivellers well; 
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And, Messers, as I think, he yet wiii serve them. 

doivn iind lifts the de,.d bodw 
Come help me, friends: the corpse would make a 
speech. 

I .on d liiuyJ^ttr from the cro^viL The hoily is drai>^^t'd 
up, uud proppt'd ui^uiust the piles. 

A man of weij^ht, forsooth ! Speak, Sif^nor, 
speak • 

Harangue thr crowd, protest, declaim, denounce: 

Sivame of your sins, ye nauj^hty citizens, 

Your wine, your lani»hing women • Mirth is crime. 
Marry the I'ope ; that is the godly sport. 

’'ris true w(‘ hroughl the world about \oiir ears. 
And snivelled half }our trade* away ; what matter ^ 
Chew ye the cud of I'aith, y<' hungry l attU*." 

So would tiu' old hound bark, mu/./.led withal. 
Chapfallen, toothless. . . . 'Take* thou heart, u\l 
corpse : 

Are there not here ten thousand citizens 
Who in your Sniveller sec* the arm of (hni? 

. Well, not ten thousand, -say twice ten inst('ad : 

Are th('re twice ten.^ . . , Not rem • . . Sa) two.^ . . . 
Not one ! 

Not one but knows your Monk a mountebank. 

Yet stay, good citizens, all is not lost : 

Still Charles is Cyrus,- -he will save us yet.'’ 

Softly, old co’ipse* To-day the news arrives 
King Charles of I'rance is dead ! 

(treat seu\at‘ion auiou^ the eltixeus. 

'There’s Pisa, corpse : 
If thou couldst juggle Pisa back again, 

Yet might the town be yours: who knows? . , 

Thou canst not ! 

Thy jaw drops down, thine eyes glare heavy shame! 
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Bah! 'Thcfl hoi^<’rK\ aiu] tccJ the vulnirrs, rorpsi* ; 
* jy^ru\//fi\^ tht' b-J\ j'.ruL'iinl ficr\tl\\ <- lL\ii if Jails 
h{\n\l\ il't' gr ntsL 

iSoc‘, ^Ic^^s(‘rs, * 'Tos^ him acr»»s,s tht- walls: 

phii^ a {^ap, aiui sfa\ rlu* iiiiommp riJr, -- 
I low hai;^ ? . . . Lv\*\a l*apa * Kv\i\a l.iluara* 
Cits. Ii\\i\a I'apa * r.\vi\a laln-iia* 

Ridclfi, \oiir huiublr ‘^or\an( (ban RiJolli. 

/)'‘rrt ,ifui ncjily t- !rr PaLi . l\\(unt i'.itr., ';i, 
(1) fht^ A yjtitf (I r //v 

Piibiw:. i\ jluiiy Juf,'. lit ( yJ / lall\ ,n ile 
rt'i t \ 1 /v fit', uh thr } \tiuni. ih, tia/.iin IS 
(hti'irn, aihl W'aJini n .utii Ifurluiy btsulr 
L(i tlani/.i, 7r/ . l:i i </» i/v /Al, i l,/il ni fbt l\t\l 
hied' j l't,i Datitfi't . lit hAl\ ii jlish t 
!'(}' lij's. ! hr I'jyl't jilr 'u! j thr ^Jn'fi tL^r 
in si at ( , nvitb tit!t?iiLni( ^ httiiiny t'trihr), Ihr 
*Sf,/v7wM' ndflrrnrs PA/'. Sfy/niy uvly 1S in 
iivni !n\ ^ViA: tih-. .nn/ird. 

■rtniar\. ScMiJ rln.-m a of lru((‘,inii tell ali friars 
\ow fiehtinjj at St Mark's the’ I'aplit of fiiiard % 
Are pleiigea! U) spare’ and pardoi) all the* CotucMit, 

If h\ the last hour of the lii'^hl the Ihior 
i 'ra jeromc’, wit hi I 'ui Dominie and Sil\<‘srer, 

Wy for their heres\, remdered unto trial-, 
lint in default the Convent shall he burnt, 

Ra/ed to the <>, round, and al) its^mmates slain. 

PAf'j ^>'jnvs. 

hizzinyhi. Sta\, Capifarto, where’ is Me >sei f.apo? 
fi ()[firty, l^eai’iies on the \"cniee road ere now, my h^rds. 
I quirteei him at Rurta alia Croex*. 

He said he was a eiti/eti ejf N'emice : 

One Machiaxelli, a }oung man of this te)wn, 

Ilis pupil, waits him there. 
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Mazztn^hi, What more ? 

( )jjica\ ‘ ‘ V/’c^ staiul 

He said, “ upon the threshold of Renown : 

Karth, not this rabble, is the field we sow ! 

Our Gospel is the grasp of Power and Lmpire ! 
Addio * ” he cried, then left me. 

Dolfo, 11a! I smell ’n! 

Had [ yon poltroon’s head, or he my stomach, 
li) liacco, we would crow atop this dungheap. 
Mazzni^hi- Is not the day with us? Now, prithee, Dulfo! 
Dolfo. d'hat is so. 

Miizzifi^hi. 'Then why take flight ? 

S\gnori, 

Me murmured of a strange latarrh. “ Vour winds 
Are swift to change in hiorence,” so he said : 

“ When they are settled South I shall return.” 
Mazzin{rhi, South ? Ah, from Rome. Wc know his 
Strang/' catarrh. 

Do/fo, GnaLte^ lie shall ha\e cure I 

F.\i unL t he P.dzzd'is (ju 'wi. llr myji n.\fs and 
® lights up the ('.ituipiinile, the Du^/uio, and the 

nui/i\ towers of the nty. 'ihe distant sound of 
tolling belt is heard^ iind Oieasional 
shouts, I hen the niujjled report of an explosion. 
Laodanita, [yj'iraling with a shrill cry] (Girolamo! 

Nieeolini. ilush forth) life’s sake, Mistress. 

Laodaniia, Who are you ? 

Niceohni. Your servant Nieeolini once-- now God’s. 
Laodaniia, [ Faintl\\ Are you indeed our faithful Nieeolini ? 
Nieeolini, Your brow is wounded : does it hurt ? 

Laodaniia Ah, no. 

Niceohni, Then quickly, come I There’s peril, Mistress. 
Laodanua, \^Dazed\ Peril 

Where am I ? 
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Niccolini. [ii the square. 1 found you here, — 

Hid you undl the streets were quiet. . . . Come * 
Now is the ticu*. I lift you. Walk. Now try • 
Lii'ilarnui* [^Stj Tiding] Let me draw breath. 

Nirrolirii. You suffer ^ 

\(ijdatnia, 1 am W(‘ll. 

0 Niccolini, you loved our (jlirolamo ? 

Our little Girolamo, Ni('co!ini, — 

I'he Signori na’s playnjate, (drolamo ? 

^iccoltni. Yes, Mistress. Do not speak. lie calm. 
siiodawiti, fornvardy thcfi sttuuLs suddenly riipty /rr 

artn outstretched^ her scarUt hood thronvn A/eZ-j 

Ah, look ! 

'file strarige unearthly light ’ 

^iciolini. It is the moon. 

ii'hlainiii, \ Rupi Nrousl\\ It 1 could tell you . Hearken * 
Do you hear ^ 

d'he stones are singing of a thousand tales; 

Tlie tranced sj>ir(‘S are choiring to the skies. 
Whispers go through them : Oh, they thrill • they 
cluiver * • 

Their \'eins are quickened, and the statues breathe. 
A wind shakes all my City of the ricnviu's * 

Know you your gardener t Sing, sing, iny city ! 
White l\'ace among the mastili* heads of War, 

Sing Campanile ! Now you kno^^ our secret ! 
ccoiini, L ome ! 

odiimia. Here did he stand! They rushed at him ^ 
They stoned him * 

1 flung myself between. What hope from me 
Then all was changed : a great Light, arui*a Voice — 

co/iTti. The rays fell on you from an open dtKjr : 

Y<iu swooned, and dreamt. 
darniti. Heaven’s door * . . The great Voice said : 
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<< I_i am with you even unto the end ! ” 

All heard, and sank upon their knees, and W(^rshippcd. 
Built in the Heavens ere time was, I'lorcnce knew 
1 Icr prophet — 

Niicolini. Mistress, do not dream ! 

Liiodmnia, hark ^ 

What is that bell ? 

Nurohni. Saint Mark’s. 

Laodiimiii, h<jr Mass t 

Nici'oluii. Mass 


At this hejur, Mistress. 

ilvtcs 'ivilJyAit , 1 o SaifU IMark s ! 1 o Saint Mark s ^ 

Nh'colini. Hark! Hark! 'They come. Hide mistress. 

Ill' druif\ hi'}' thuk ml j ihi rct't’.o. AIo}'t' I’/lizi'/is 
hi/}'y\' iU'Koss lh(' Pidzzti. S/h'/ict' fulh 
and Niit'olini koh\ out id!iliou.)ly, Laodamia 
ionlmnt's spcahiny^ 'icilh the sa/iii' txa/lalion, 
Laodamia. Ah 1 Do they rush to see him, — hang upon 
his words ? 

It is a cit\ changed ! (iod\ Light has risen * 

"To expiate m\ sin, — to die to sa\e him, — 

Could I ha\ (' vioiie it . . . No, but (/od Itas .^^aved him; 
And he forgave me: into iii) soul he looked, 

Knew me, ami spoke ; and now b) the hand he’ll 
lead m(‘, 

All through Ms cit) . , . Hark! What cry is that? 
Cries from nuitlymt. Death to hinH Death to him! Let 
the I'rate die ! 

I he I rit'S ^ro'iu ^riiduall\ louder and fiercer, Laodamia 
stands erect in her m ai lei froi her looks charig- 
ing from ecstasy to an ever greater dread a?id 
agony. Ninolmi hastens to support her. Sud- 
denly she points ninth horror across the PuizZii. 
Laodamia. Niccoliui ! Oiii little Girolamo ! Look! 
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Enter Siiv'jnarol*ii, handnijj'ed, iind n’lll: fetter^ on hii feet. 
Ifv %hdks with diffiridl]', thn/st fww,ird hitweiii ,i ^Uiird 
of soldier. s. br.i Domenuo and Sllvestro f'dlow. The 
Moh east filth at him, < r\in'^ : 

Down with him! - - Death to him! -'To the tlamcs with 
him -Heretic ' Impostor I 11a' ha! Give us Pisa' 
(jive us LibrehiUa ' (Jive us Sar/ana ! —Charlatan ! 
To the llames ' 'I’o the ilami's ! 

iV;< lolini drap l^ioilimia hack inh the reeesi ju^t 
iis SdiViarlii, paeuiin, einti hi.\ rvci iip'ii her. 
She fiilT I’.iek in a .\w m. SavonavLi and 
hi( eompanms are thrust up the \teps of the 
• Palazzo; an Iron i(ate n opetud ; he entirs, 
and it <1 shut hehind him with a hiav\’ dan^. 
The (ro-icd stand \ h-eJun^ at the ^ale j or ii 
\pa>e, thill i^riiiluall)' withdraw\, '^estieulatm^ 
ani;ril\. O/m i/hre darknes\ and silene» falls 
on the Piazza. The Ladrone shnffln aiross 
the paviiiiint hearini; .( litter and iloth. 
Niiiolini peei s out from the arras- 
.adrone. Alive.'' 

lieeolini. 'I'o hope, — or not to hope it Come' 

I.aodamia is lifted upon tP littir, lovired exiept as 
to her faee, and hoi ne out. 



ACT V 


Scene i. — Floreru f. The Hall of the Greater Coiitieil { Sula 
del Consi^lio Grande). Mt hanks tools, painters' cradles 
and wooden screens indicate that work is still proceeding 
in the Hall. A group of Mechanics stand listening at a 
hemiy side-door. 

1st Mechanic. What dost thou hoar ? An awesome moan ? 
Ind Mechanic. [ With his ear to the crack of the door'\ Stay, 
Master. 

lx/ Mechanic. A terrible praying sound ? 

2nd Mechanic. N(Jt so ! 

\st Mechanic. As ’twere, 

A ghost a-wrastling in the dark. ? 

Ina Mechanic. A ghost ? 

1 St Methanic. A sobbing as of a wind come out o’ the sky, 
d'hat’s lost its way along thy crooked Calle ? 

2nd Alechaiiic. I hear a silence. Master. 

1st Alechanic. Cove place: I’ll hearken. 

,.Afi<'f pause : with his ear to the crack. 
Thou’rt right : there’s nought. 

2nd Mechanic. That is as I made out. 

yd Mechanic. May it be often yo have heard him. Master I 
lx/ Mechanic. A matter of seven times, likely. Holy 
week 

They notched his fiddle twice, they say. ^ 

2nd Mechanic. That’s true 

Giacopo botched their tackle. Pulley sagged. 
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Mechanu'. Thoir racks bv ciiriiiini; r;car to make folk 

2n(I l^Icchiinic. As I make out there’s nor miieli Jone to I'rate 
l^his sc'hmii^hr. Likel) that's ti> <n*i his stia'nnah 
Against thc'y wring his nca k to-moirow. 

I sf Mcchdtiti . So • 

^rd Mcthiimc. Will the} not burn him, Mastrr ? 

\st Alechiifiic. A\e, tile's'll Innr him. 

Kill body first, arid then the soul : that's naison. 
Hark }e again. 

^nd Alcchanu', [ After d (>dUSi'\ So ho f So h(j f 

\rtl Alfchdruc. N\‘ fool : 

A cat m^‘wc‘d on tlu* tetto. 
rid Alechati'ic, Hush * 

/I I'eir f/'/', ud''fdif!y /o ,! nriUi, /» ht\trd, 
f/ Altrhdfuc, 'That’s l'rat(‘ 1 

d? Alt'i hiudi . [ hddfiir from i nt Irhuid ,s u rren^ 

Ha! ha! ha f ‘ L.urju- hmlly, 

id Atirhdni(. I5east Tx'ppo, wonidsi thou fool ns? 

TII sing th) vespers • ^ 

h AlechdiUi', Conn* now f W here be the odds ? 

My song is good as Trati‘’s. 
d A'lerhtinic', Nay, foi thou 

lie’st but (h(' second biggest rogin* nnlninu,. 
Mechamr. - 'Tol-le, Domine f ' d’(d-le I *’ 'That’s 
what h'rate cried. » 

T(j1-1('’s the Devil’s Christian mune in Ilell. 

' AIrc/'dTiit\ 1 le’s cracked his pipe ^ince* Santa Rej^arata. 

Lord, how h(' iisc*d to thunder from the pulpit f 
Mechawc. The sob dies slowly down, to a gurgje i' 
the throat. 

Stop sudden means a swoon : not often that, though : 
Yfiur Pope’s men kncjw their trade*. 

Alt'chanic. They spared his right arm. 
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is/ iMvihiinu. AnJ must. He were a dry well else, and 
drawn • 

l^'or iK^rliiiig. 

^/v/ Mi'i hiifuc. Drawn? 

zud Muhiifin, What, bones and marrow r 

{ st A I ft hiUiii , Ink : 

*l'h<'y raek them till they sign. 

"^rd Altrhdnu, ‘Sign, Master? 

Li/ Aleihdfih , it “ I, h'ratc, 

Am a false prophc't, h\poerit(% heretic, 

Item, a wolf in shei*p\s wool/’ 
l^rd Ahihdnu. Signed he so? 

I.i/ Mtihdnii, As’twc*re. d’hat rots th(‘ witht rs of Ins sect. 
'ind AUihdnn\ I/ikel\ rh(*y put the words in after : eh ? 
Ij/ Mi\hdfiu, No matter. Signed is sigjied. Now ’tis 
his friends 

♦‘'That hate hitn most thc'y .sa\ . That irks him sore. 
2nd AMt(/\inii. St Mark's have thrown him up. 

I </ Alt'ihduji. lake sour meat, certes. 

So now the* Pope has l)lessed them. 

2fid d/o I'duh . (>re\ friars more : 

'rhe\ he the fattest. 

y-d Altu}\inu\ l\)pe's a ri< h man, certes, 

Think \e he eleal in poisons as thev sa\ ? 

I^sfitcr froifi nnfh'rrfrvidy D'df'- and (di. 

Ij/ A\ e,hv the mass; thert‘\s many a pretty f el lou' 

I l(‘’s blessed and said gi)od-night to. 

D'.lfo dtul idi cenu' for^Vtird. 
(.ti, Messers, why not: 

Ddfo. (inaf-fe, why not ? All men would kill their foes. 
(>/. Sin'Weej>ers, eloleful cattle, foes of joy, — » 

And are not these the enemies of the Pope? 

We will be naughty, MessefvS, — very naughty • 
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OoolI HiCii arc j^ric\t>iiK: whcr<‘f()rc arc yc i» 0 (.)d ' 
iSa! , art rhoij happiest singing* psalms at \cspcrs* 

(^r in rhv Ni ta's hosom r 

Ill* savs tuu‘. 

(ri. Doth Iloly TathcM' tp'iul/M* thee \ira, then? 

Nhu, he is ticsh hiinseh : ask Bella (iiulia. 

Ceiles, thiC >pe hu\s poisons: rhal is wi‘ll . 

Sliall not the Pop^ kill sonowr Joy shall reii;n. 

Dolfo, I am rapt ^ 1 paiahles * 

liiio, in tl^is loom tin* Pope* In t*\er\ honsi*, 

In evi‘r\ lane ol I lorcin the Pope* * ’ I'ls <»ooti 

'Po ha\e flu* Pope in all \oiir lanes anti ht)iises. 

What rltH‘S lu* there r Is Pxdia (oniia with him? 
A\e, she is with h.im *, he will pj\e voiir hniics 
A supper, a \ ei \ i»ood Mij^ptu : that is well. 

But sra\' : uliartltK‘s he heu ? I tell you, Messers: 
l'K>rence is a sliop : lu‘ tomes to hnv a poisoit^: 

A tlinp,> ‘I piitp,<% till it the [h*sI 
W'hai |n‘st ^ 'l'h.t‘ M«>nk * Oin phyi^ue, oni t tirse, 

t>iir Const lent t* * ^ 

I'or peat’(' am! Pisa wi* haw* soKi the puri»(‘ : 

Phrit e hlesseJ Pt>p(*, piis /mie Papa * 

Ilarli not the lN>pe killeii Consi icm c r 

Phat is so. 

■t'/. Mesans, laviva (ooia* ii^n jov * 

JiLhiinh\. r.\\i\a (»ioia* lA\i\a (fioia* 

W. Sin^^ “ \'iva (iicna, no' tro Re.’’ I la * h.i * 

{'.u(il\. I hi fi 

What aie \e doing here, \e popolani ? 
i jMechiViii. So’t please \ e. Sirs, wc luairken ft*i the music. 

What mean th<‘S b\ the musii r Mine, swe<‘t Dulhj ? 
olfo. Batco* Wiial mean )e? 
f Alwchanu'. Su’t please ye, Sirs, 

Through yonder crack ye hear the hVate groan. 
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Cci, Know, thci), sweet eitizens, that musi('’s played, 
And henceforth shall )e sing anoth(‘r tune. ' 

S///i[fj', (Lutein^ and clacking his heelu 
With a tra-la-Ia 
l^'rom the ga\ Papa, 

Ther(‘’s an end to the Piagnoni ; 

And the world shall spin 
On a kiss and a sin, 
h'or the gods are the liac ioni.^ 

Honus io the Al cchiinics ^ nvho out liughinv hy a 
Uhini door IN the rciir. Laodiunia /r urn cross- 
nt'f the I lull, 

o 

What tall pale ghost walks yond(‘r ? 

Dolfo. Know ye not 

IVIadonna Stro//i^ Rich, hv I>ac*co, - rich * 

Cei. Then shall we speak to her, swecM Dolfo ? . , I la ! 
Vanisshed into the wall ! 

Dolfo. (jnaf-f(‘ ! It was a ghost • 

Come, ’Cecco, come I 

Cei. [ Pausing in front of an inscription on t/r trails, bclonv luhtch 
hiings a painter ^ cradle\ 

iSt'C, they would [\iint this out * 
Says, h'rate built this justice Ilall, sweet Dolfo. 
Dolfo, Its walls run crookc*d like the hogs it stye's : 

Yon M(uik goes straight, ---a stubborn c.iitid', ’Cecco, 
To see a bravv man racked, I do not like it. 

Cei, Nor I. Yet must he perish ! 

Dolfo. That is so. 

Enter through a third ( ude) door Cini and Niccolini, 
Dolfo and Cei go out hy the same exit, 

Niccolini. “ Deeds burn,” he said, “ the wings of con- 
templation ; 


Bi)J: kissis. 
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One fairest face in youth I looked upon ; 

Sip^'o then I have lived to see the face of God.’’ 
And when I answertal, “ None* may look on God,” 
“ Beaut) is (h>d,” he said : “ 'To llini all love, 

All art, nujunts uj>, luit mexst the art of living.” 

Ct 7 iu Mad he a Beatrice, think you r 

NicrJitn. J le, my lord ? 

I le was all holiness ! 

Cifii. ^ilerht'aut) led 

Dante until he saw tlu‘ facc^ of (iod. 

Nnr,lifii. Dante*ol tiiumph sang, hut he ol failure: 
“d'he canvas (jf my lite is cut across: 

(jod\sJ^ace I ma\ not sc‘c' ; for such ill) sin, 

(iod in my pains forsook me.” 

Cini, Now by the Mass, 

Calvary heard that cry ! 

Niccchrii, And for the sins, 

llis blackest shames our white. 

Cifii, la*t God th(*n answer. 

W(‘ pay our servants better. 

NicaJuii. No, 111) lord ! • 

If life w(‘re rounded here, all reckonings paid. 

All Just, all |'»c‘rlec(, d'inie and tlu* Dome of Heaven 
Would shrink to a cabin. Natludess be c.onsoled : 
hither the' Just Man, life’s unfolded flower, 
llath of the All, his parent, nc^yght in kind, — 
hither this |)art is greatcT than that wlude, 
d'his lilossom tells no story of tliat root, — 

Ol in the soul of things pure justice* reigns, 

ICach sows, each suffers, sole and individual, 

As each life soweth, so shall each life reap. 

And Const ience, grtiping darkly through this sphere, 
Fed with all frcsliets from the fount of Light, 
Shapes and incarnadines the undying Rose. 
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CinL May it be so ; or else by the Mass I *^wear 
Yon Centaur stabled in St Peter’s stall. 

Merry among his wantons, wins the day. 

Ntccolini. linough ! And now, my lord, one prayer \ one 
only : 

Entreat the Council that my brother lie 
This last night of his life, not in the dungeon. 

Spat on by thieves and cutthroats, mocked and 
taunted : — 

Grant him at least God’s sAence for his sleep. 

And lor his tortured frame my knee* to rest on: 

No pillow for the head that saved the city ! 

Citiu 'The Council sit. Ma/zinghi’s mouth is hard : 

I have the snafHe for it, natheless. Wait * 

Kxit ('/inu Laodamia issues from behind a screen. 
Laodamia. You asked ? 

Nircolivi. Not wisely if for you. CJo, mistress ! 

JLaodamia. I do no wrong. ... To see him nevermore : 

Ah, Niccolini, no! 1 should go mad. 

Nicco/ini. Say “ evermore”: thou’lt see him evermore. 
Till then be patient. 

Lijodatnia. I am not good : no, no I 

Niccohni. I'or his sake, then ! — Still to the man so fond. 
So heedless of his cause. — I'hink, Mistress, think ! 
He is the world’s, not ours. 

Laodamia. v Yes, he is mine ! 

You shall not cheat me I I gave my life for him • 
O, Niccolini, there is that between us. 

My spirit, near his, would fold and comfort him 
Although he knew not. So the stricken viol 
Eeels out and throbs upon its sister chord. 

Niccolini. How would they judge him, friends and foes* 
alike, 

Were you discovered ? 
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' Laodamia. Foes, — they have done their worst: 

Friends, — ’twas his politics they loved, not him. 
You, Niccolini, I, and Benedetto — 

We onl} are hdt : we thr(‘e and God. 


NlcctliuL ^ No, Mistress, — 

Many ! 

Laodamiii. 'i'hen let them rise and li|^ht, — the cravens * 
'I'hey sit at homc‘ and patter praxers, while he 
Perislies ! . . . Oh, and is it much to a-.k, -- 


Ydiis last touch of his hand, - -our (orolamo’s ? 

Has sorrows made my \isage then so vile 
'I'hat you, who never said me nay l)efor(‘, 

Deny me ? 

Niccoini'u I'ootsteps * He returns. 

Lii'jdamia retires behind the Sii een. Re^entir (lint, 
Cini. 'The) jield: 

The three condemned descend the stairs. 

Now, at this moment, lest we (dot escape, 

A guanl is closely drawn around the palace : 

N(j man can pass. But here, the Council pledge it. 
This last night of his life you are alone • 

With him and God : their only mere ) \ tak(* it, 

You wh(^ have What is this ? My (h>d ! 

Nicco/ifii. Your eyes 

Are fixed ; your lips grow white * What terrible 
thoughts 

Clutch at ycnir heart * 

Citiu [Gdziug (it the inscription\ () felon city !. Ingrate ! 
Hearken! 'Fhese wi^rds he wrote win; gave our 
State 

hYeedom, and builded for its use this Hnll. 

‘‘ City whose King is God, if thou shalt keep 
"" Holy this temple of justice, that no crime*, 
•How(*ver vile, may be denied appeal. 
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'riicMi sluill thy st()nc'> he troJ hy a na'tion free, 
AnJ l)l(>ss()in with fair harvests oi their toij ; • 


Ihit if 


NiiiolitiK Nay, read ik; farther. When beneath 

This wrilini*, he who wrote it, lie.'. <'oiuleinm‘el , 

I'imJ iiec'd , without a|>|H‘al, bef(;re the world, 

( Aiiltle.'.s, and niartxr^ni hy the State* he .saveil, 

Know that hi. 'oiil fori>ave them all rlu‘ir wrong, 
d'lu* r(‘->f upon the w'alK of "I'lnu* and Spate*, 

(h)d’s great<*i ilall of Justice*, stand.s inscribed • 

() I'lort'iu e, thiiu* the* sc'iitence* I •• 
ilitu, I 'are* \e well * 

I\\it H.m. /I htiU />;;/( r A</.i /'zr;. d'j^rs frotn 
ui'ifh./iy ,>nd c /• 'lit /’V //v htwvy Milf d /jr ^ 
I'.Ainy^ /A// fy in ‘Uv//’'///. Laod^nnia lonies 
forth 

Nncohni. II(‘a\en has deeided, Mistre's,. Se*e, the* doe^rs 
/Vre* ( losed upon Us both : you have }e)ur will. 

\h‘\ not with kn(»wl('dge* of )our womauhocnl 
'The* whit*' iua'ast of his soul laid bare* U) I leav<*n. 
^iriiis mai rias’e* o| \om soul with his shall be 
b\en, as the- deaul h.aiul of a bridegroom laid 
In lu*rs that loved him: thus, - -no iiH)re. You 

ph'dge ii : 

I lave \ on the st i engl h ? 

LLiuLunui. I le*ave‘n hel() me ^ 

N In 'Jim. Qnitkly then, 

A'/S < hill ,h.in'* fj h,\\ hLii k fr'-iky 'ichich lO'Vt'rs 

/'im j i \ni h(\id t' f.'J, MiV( for lytltts iirid 

!') rnthiiiy-^' Jt /////./ dons it. Ihc'rr 

' n n>it*'tr MiniLir frcik in nvhich 

i\/(t l.iii nnixiiiis. 

Nh'i'lim. Daughter, hold firm \our spirit. I go to l')ring 
A shape* \ou kn«»\v not ; t)ne, more ghost than man, 
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Pallid ironi wrestle with the* wimKI’s black sins. 
\(^wjs jour trial: no .souiuL lU) sol); remember* 

^iW'Jini ii't'i /. //v /'t.r.'x ^liL' il :r. I ..i iLnii\i 
• rt / n ■. iht i.r.r//. S.i.' niir'Li nvjth 

* n fiu .uiJ /'; / S/ii'tj/f ,( //It / /'//' 

/’V .s</ / ; ». ///I /./«C /I <ls f't* \p:\lLj 

'U'lih /’/• ft iL^r-^iil] t /'t } . 

\ lc I ) .//li /L. Xa\ , l)iotlu‘i ; no haTant’tie ; 
bu t bear al I meek 1 \ ^ 

As did our bold, l(‘st strife ensue and bloodshed. 
)'.r/u'niL'^ iunl XAr^/e:. Diotluu, w<' will, we will * 

,Li. And siiu e, in loiture, 

( ( iod ki^ows in\ fall, .iiid shall 1 not j on, m\ brothers i^) 
Since in tlie fiaiits ot m\ flesh, lor w<‘ll 
Ve know ni\ bod\ i^ weak, .ime then I uttered 
Somewhat a;ctim'f oui cause, soon risifln nual, 

Souu' doubts of (bid's uphohlim»s in this woik^ 
And sold} I Umi loi tins that (bni loisake-* im* : 
Prav for me, br« >t h.ei s * 

b;////;.. ti/it! iS’. /v* i//o. \N\‘ w'iil f . . d'h> beiiedii ti(»n f 
vv,/nr,lii. I am al! shame, no iotii’er woithy, biotln^rs. 
^onit /!.( . ( b;d pardoned lio!\ Petei, w'ho denied him, 

Sii fhei iin^ no ap/mv . 

/'O’.fuir'.Li. 1 I ue, and } |siidon : 

Chri‘t’s lov(* is more than ours, 'Then, in (b>d’s 
name* ; ^ 

lht'\ k/itt'l^ ii/h! •u'/t/' thi//i Nin'jli/ii. Hr !ij is hii 

IJeiU'dicat vos Omni j)oi t-iis Dtms, Patei <*? I'ihus, et 
Spiritus Saiutus. Anu*n. 

//. Amen • 

h/a D'./ni’tii! 'j tind S/irt ^/r., SuitJ/ni 
rt//iij/ri\ 'iL'/i/j oi/i, *ivh'.\t fa.f /j sitil 

in/ nrd 
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Niccolmi. Father, thou art weary : rest upon my knee. 

Savonarola, Christ bless thee for the thought. 

He hurls in prayer, 

Niccolini, Stay Jiiit one moment. 

He retires behind the screen, Laodamiay disguised^ 
iomes forth in his place y heiiriny; a mat, 
Savonarola rises and nvith difjh nlty ^ualks tu- 
*ivard her, A faint < ry eseape.s her. He 
pauses and looks up at his inscription on the 
ividl ; then in deep resonai t aci cuts : 

Savonarola, [erusaleni ! Jerusalem ! I hoii that killest 
the prophets. 

And sternest them that are sent unto thee, 

How would my I.ord have gathereii thy children 
together, 

liven as a hen her brood beneath Iter wings ! 

‘ Ye would not * Lo, your house is lelt unto you 

Desolate ! 

Laodantla seats herulj on a stepy and spreads out 
I the mat ; he lays his head mutely upon her 

knee, I'he hyhts in the hid I are e>:tiny^ui,\hed. 
He sleeps. The curtain descends. It rises 
ay;ain. The dun rays of early davm Jl mg a 
cold light on the Mvo figures. He is still 
sleeping. The doors are flung open, /inter 
ga Jers and men-at-arms. 

Gaoler, ITp, dog ! Sorcerer, wake thee. Come and burn ! 

Savonarola rises. 

Savonarola. Christ keep thee, brother. I have slept ; 
and youth 

And hope came back to me ; and it was well. 

He is rudely jostled out bet*iueen the gaolers. The 
tivo black figures pass out unnoticed, ' 
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ENE II. — PlorfTh'c, The jrofti oj- the stage is occupied luith 

the I.oggia {oyVjytico) det Tarizi, The rear is concealed 
by a great curtain. Hut ^ on the ri^ht hand corner, a 

vista is exposed of .he Ringhiera (or Plat form) in front 
oj the Palazzo Pecch.o. jd Alcihanic is placing the seats 
utuler the direction of the Set rt tiiry. liutir Alazzinpt^hi. 

^azzinghi. Good «u>rrow. Master Secretary. 
cretary. Good morrow. 

fazziii^hi. \ fair May morning, is it not? Heaven 
smiles 

'Fo see the winter banishc^d horn oiir State. 

There is a sea beneath us, and the waves 
Are reeky heads. 

rretary. So dense the crowd, they say 

Many will be crushed. 

iazzinghi. I'augh ! How thc*y smell, yon cattle • 

Strew perfume lest the nauseous odour grieve • 
'Fhe delicate nostrils of the Holy Oflit c*. 
ecretary. Certes, my lord, to-day should Rcjine smell 
roses. 

A me ssenger hands a letter to the Secretary : he 
opens and glances at it, ^ 

I'his from the Signor Strozzi : he asks a seat. 

And leave, by right of age and rank, to speak 
Before the notables and Papal Envoys. 

Is it your will to grant it ? 
vlazzinghi. What think you f 

He is revered. A word from him might scotch 
' What reptiles of the Prate’s faction lurk, 

WhT?tting their fangs to strike us. 
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Sccrt’iiiry. Doubtless, Signor, 

If to that end he speak. 

Nay, that is certain : 

(irey hairs are nev(‘r zealots, nor the rich 
Prone to stake fortutie on the die of treason.* 
Srirf/iiry. Last night I was at Michael Angelo's, 
lieing esteemed a judge of art, my lord, 

The' illustrious sculptor craved my help and 
counsel ^ 

On certain figures. Admirable, Signor. 

And, by the* way, he took ihc' leave to show me 
*rhe Strozzi's famous maniello of state : 

A Pantheon in silk, repairetl, he said, 

Por this occasion. 

Atazzinghi 1 have heard of it. 

Strrr/firy. CLiotto, (Jhibc'rti, Luca and IJotticelli, 

I’igured its woof with all the v.it\\s story 
Lre Angelo’s eyes beheld it ; and, says he, 

Never has any Stro/./i worn the robe 
Save for the utterance of a pregnant s]>eech 
'To mark the brigjit and memorable liay 
Whert'in our commonwealth is magnified. 
Mazziu^/.u. I'ibbene • 'i'his confirms me. (^rant his 
wish. 

Place here a chair of state to fit his rank. 

Po 'nit 'tn^ to the lurtaintu! iorfier ni the IsO^gia, 
Lbbene, I say : for does not all go well ? 

What better auspice riian that this ohl lord, 

Lldest and most revered of all the city, 

Comes to the burning, flames out at the v lose 
In all the lustre of the antique robe. 

Lending to our masterstnike of pedicy 
'The weight and sanction of his ancient house < 
Secretary, Ah, truly ! 
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Alii-zvAtighu Prithee, Master Secretary, 

Ar?d whose is this pavilion ? 

yl/o 7 V//^ tl'.iL'ri /hr Ringhurii. 
Secrt'/iir\\ * Please, iny lord, 

T^he Pa|')al Lnvoy’s. 

Md'z.'ziTi^hK So* Ami In* tops iis all. 

Rome has oiir homu<M‘ : w(' are paid to kneel. 

And these ? 

^rcrrtiiy^. Alberti’s suit, ajui ^oiir^, my lord. 

M ti-zziny^hi. But \vh\ this ('intain ? 

Secrrttu\\ * 'I'lu* ladic*s ask(‘d it, Sipjior : 

d'hey strip the l'Yat<.‘. 

AluzzifsyJ.'i. lU'hold, \ c‘ gods aiul f;amins, 

A monk to laupji at. and a \v(ahl that laughs* 

P)Ut V(‘sterdav fnn'k was C’-rsai's pm ph*. 
’'Srrrrtdy\, I ndeed , i her(‘ will In* spiU t. The t rowd is merry. 
Alazz.inyhi. As lor tlu* ladies, Mast(T Secrc‘tary, ^ 
1'hc‘y ln*gged a mirtain,-- tlu‘s will stc'al a chink. 
Srrrriiuv. Ileiue to the ehieltains ol ni) c hiels I bow^-~ 
Set* here * 

Ahyzxtfiyhu | i^rn iny thr'nyh /ht *ir/'f(h dtsiloscji a 

oj the Piiiv.zd urnl ii M(i[j'Ad\ 

Pl)lu‘ne * . . 11a* wiiat's \ oiuler ? Ih'hold • 
Now In my htsid, wouhisr make this plact* a Gol- 
gotha ? 

Messer, you mock us. • 

^nretnry, I, my lord ? Indeed 

I have done m^thing. J lert.* is th(' artisan : 

Ask him. 

Ma-Lzinyhi. YPouittng ihrcMyh the cur/iiiTj\ W hat (.all ye that ? 
Mechanic. So please my lord, 

^ A scarfbld. 

Ala'Z’zin^hi. It is a cross. 

Mechanic. That’s as they say. 



126 


SAVONAROLA 


Aiaz-zittghi, They must not vSay it : the structure must be 
changed. 

Aiechanic, So please my lord, there be some things ye may, 
And some ye may not do. 

Afazz'tn^hi. Truce o' thy riddles ! 

Change it, and quickly. Time will overtake us. 
Mechamc. We tried, so please my lord. 

Aiazzmgh'u How tried ? 

Alechanic, We hacked her. 

Aiazzinghi. ‘‘ Hacked,” fellow, — hacked ” 

Mechtwic, Against it be a witch. 

No telling what they’ll get inside. 

Aliizzinghi, Thou blockhead ! 

Didst thou not build that bungle up thyself } 
Alecbariir. Natheless, she be alive, and hath a mother : 
Angelo, the sculptor, saith it : that is strange. 

, In Judee dwelt her dam. 

Alaz'zinghi, 1 Ic tools thee, fellow. 

It is a thing (d wood and ropes and rivets. 

Mechanic, And it the blessed wafer turn to flesh, 

May not your timber ? Sure, she cried i’ the night 
I /ikc a woman in her pangs ; and, so it please ye, 
'l"hey say she’ll breed, and gibbets fill the land. 
Mazzinghi , Ciibbets to hang thee, dolt. Cut off the top. 
Alechanic, So please my lord, and where shall Frate hang 
Mazzitighi. Remove one arm then. 

Alechanic, Be there not three to drop ? 

Aiazzinghi, Add flanks or flanges. 

Alechatnc, Crowd be there, my lord. 

Enter Alberti, 

Atazzinghi, [7b Alechanic'] Fool, thou shalt pay for this. 
Remove those scats : 

They are too crowded. 
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Secretary. Signor, by yoiu leave. 

The Papal Envoy here nntVoik.s the Irate: 

Shame’s edge is sharpest there : all eyes must see it. 
’'Pis haff the pageant. 

Mazzuii<bi. • Ten feet serves for that. 

Secretary. Blit, Signor, by your leave, the rule of Art 
Is to enhance with room and isolation 
The central figure in your canvas. 

Mazzm^hi. * Vnthcc ! 

In whose bottega hast thou studied art 
Seeretary. 'I'he painter Ghirlandajo in his fresco— 

Ah, pardon ! ^ Hetrays embarrassmeut. 

Mazzinirbi. What fresco r , , i i ** 

the Jews! 

Mazzi/idv. Messer, do you Jest with me.'- 
-c / „ No, Smnor, no ! 

Secretary. , .! i i i 

Mazziugh'i. Christ stripped of raiment: I la. 1 Kjiow 

-the daub ! 

Here Pilate sits : Alberti, thou I And here 
Caiaphas,— my seat,— own it traitor ! ■■ -mine ! ^ 

Seeretary. My lord, I had no thought of this 

hou caitiff ! 

Alazzingbi. . 3 i • c 1 I 

'Wonldst charge it on my conscience i It is raise . 

Alberti. Did I not warn thee ? Also in the night 

My wife woke shrieking: “Ah! The Cross. 

The Cross ! ” * . 

She dreamt a great Cro.ss hung above the city. 

And thereupon, colos.sal, menacing. 

One crucified : His vasty shadow lay 
1 luge on our streets, and, as the sun went down. 
Darkened all homes; and folk ran to and fro, 

And leant and listened in the mart and churches, 
Hi^ring the footfalls of a host unseen. 

That from our trade, our crafts, our freedom, plucked 
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The (orc, iind in the socket sowed ;i blif^ht. 

Which hr(‘d -- 

At(i7,7,iTi^h‘u i^iista ! to work * "!*his thiiui; is clorK'. 
'Though joiuier gibbet hang th(‘ Son oi (iod, 

This thing is done, —wv cannot n »w retreat. 

I'hi' toUnni oj ii ht’ll u hriird. 
'The bell I Mov(‘on> W(‘dalK.‘ 

Alhtrt]. Av(‘, move on * 

liehind a ruin, and in fr< nt a h(‘!l. 

/I \ fh('\ iirt About (■. out iuttr i.eu 
Mii’LT.irujJ?!. 1 lo, 'C('( CO, weh ome * On the day of trial 
Ye sanfj a lullaby to calm the ( rowd : 

Se(‘, man, a cross up voinler ? 

Ceu M'aith, I sec* it. 

Miiz'ztnj^hK Out with thv lute; there's havoc in the 
omett. 

Ycm pop(dani have ilu* aton* lit : 

'Troll thc'in a la\ to make* Medusa laugh : 

'Thy maddc'st Ircsik- thv wildest tantas\, 

Cei \Stnnfis hts lute u rtioniefit : t/'r t r'/ivd jif'<if?ib/e on to thi 
R/tii^bieruj iifid prer Ktutith t/:e lUj'Lun '// the : 

hr iuidt-:,rf i(ro/rsf^ur/y uj^ iind d/u'u j 

Now there dwelt at San Marco a Monk, cdi * 
Wlu) lovc'd not our Santo Ta]\i ; 

He wouhbsing \ou a Dimittis Nunc\ oh I 
In the* arms oi a sweet fal-lal-la! 

Ho the* canto, the ranto, the manto * 

On the cross for a wager di tanto 
He would sc rawl \ou his name with a schianto, — 
“ I am Jerome, Papa di gia I " 

l^Gud liiw^htrr // ht\ird tn the r<v;r and the ihrontr 
scuffle's to gt t nrarrr to the sin\\t r. He resumes. 
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Now, pardcc, und whut of ih\^ Monk, oh ? 

• JkD :il>h:is wc will not release' : 

The' robber siiall drink of our p/iunco, 

.'Vnd we of the I ni id per of |H*ac e. 

^ Ho t!u‘ e^iito, tht' ranti), th<‘ rnanio ' 

On tin' eros'' he shall .^wini* tor a 

juJiIt/ih, iirut 7r;//' ci i r\ 7 (jriruis/.' 
l)ianchet-t:i * — Ah '--fWliat Imve they done ff> thee* 
’iuiitijui ;e’r/ /. b'.rtu c;; /■ //v RmyJ^uy j.iU 
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Is prelude to our pageant. Mere you see 
Pan with the pale nymph Echo in his arms. 

The hooves in modesty his hose conreals *, 

'l"he horns arc an open secret. 

Riclolf, Cei i\s Pan ! 

Ha ! ha ! I'o the life ! A eit\ Pan, to the life • 

1st Lady, Dio mio ! what is this Pan they talk about ? 
Ear/i/rii\ A pranksonu* god miuh worshipped ii^ the land. 
Who capcM'ed Indore Ihuchus, which is l.,atin 
I'or lioreia, — Hol\ leather, — (lod ot Orgies. 

He s('es a vision and his antics paia^e. 

[ /7’c /itdit s ] 

Atttmtion dames * d'his is a pious rite. 

Three monks are offered on the shrine of Bacchus. 
'iml Lihly, Cieli ^ The Sij>nor jests. 

Uelievc‘ tne, no. 

See, luho di('s away, — Pan tears his lo( ks, 

I"reii7i('d with grief: behold him f 
1st Liuty, liulfbnaccio • 

EiiCfitru . [ ///t gradually (hitnginy^ fy'jUi buuttr to a 'luild 

t‘i!rne\t fu'\'s ] 

Sweet luho, cities know the(\ and tlie woods; 

'Idle shepherd sings ihy name ain(mj\ the kills. 
Thou callest answer From the lonely crags : 

He St. ours the rock, he searches not his heart. 

Visit)!! and X'^^vice, or dying, Mag,daien, — 

Monks and Bantastics, we all go after thee : 
Thrt)ugh flootl and briar, through rackand cross wego : 
To clasp our bride, the balHing Bo\eliness \ 

Whom, when they banish her from fane and wood, 
We seek still choiring in the stars of God. 

Sigin^rc, I am moved : make way ; I quit you. 

\st Ladw The man is mad. 

'^rd Lady, [//; an awed undertone] ’Tis Angelo the sculptor. 
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Alhn'ti js [ Risifiir and fKintirn^ ^ii’ihl/y tbi'oi/^^h the | 

Xlu^Cross * 'The Cydss * Did 1 not dream of it ? 
And now behold * 

^ * N/r cries nnd liiuAf h\\fterie/d/\'. 

Albcrtu • Orsu ! lie siliTit, wife * 

fS/v /j led 'All s'Adniv^, lie uddrci'ts the h\\t(ifiders\ 
This madne.^sS takes her from too much de\otion. 
She lost a child . . . pra\ understand . . . and since, 
Iksha ! It is crossesfeverj where * Poor soul, 

She’d see them in the twi<> that ham’s a suir<;crow • 
/ ^ Exit, 

\st /.u’i/y. \ Peenny^ throir:;;h the ( urtiiin] i.ook * 

2tid Liid\, 'She s[)oke truth * 

3 n/ L(ui\, A cross, ( lear as the morninj^ ^ 

\st Lad\\ lie excused himsedf. 

2^rd Lady. lie I'/it his lip, and blenched. 

2nd Lad). He turned first red, then livid. ^ 

I )/ L.ifdy. All for a dri^am. 

e\th Lads. \ dream about a cross. 

2nd Lads. d'hi'V call him Pilate.” 

4 //? Isdds. And Pilate had a wife. * 

itid Lads. And Pilat(‘'s wife 

Dreamt in the nij_^ht before th(‘y crucified 
The Christ. 

./ .\iidden lyjrror oj ulenee jail? np-ai the aisend'ls, 
hrAen hs hs^tt na al o./m. \ 7 '^’Ihe (d'oif 

j he Cr'yss ! are heard jr in ^iv 'ithout. Juitet 
RAetrto StrozzL 'iv/th Ltr.'laniia. He n led to 
the I hair 0 / state. Attention is draivn t j his 
RAe by ndnsl'ier and ^esticnlat ion. ^ Attendant s 
enter and strc'W scent and rosL-li\rae\ hejoie tht 
Eiipal envos^ s c hair. A Liz^dire^hi appears a^ain , 
and puking up the fallen lute brings it tj i.et ai 
he hans over Bianchetta. 
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’Cccco, 1 fear these siultien silences. 

Here is thy lute : it is a bag of g.olci, • ♦ 

Aiul c*\er\ note* ye Hing among the crowd 
A golden florin. Up, man ^ Sow the a’lr 
With frolic * Laugh lor th\ lili‘ ! ^dake revt*l : else 
Y(jn damned Cross may wreck ns. 

<>/. 1 siiiL^ no more. 

She is dead, my Ihaiu hetta, she' is dc\ul ! 

S//il(!i / jI\' ///> iin .\N(i!( hn lL\ lute, 

Ma//ingjii, I will sing,, \ (\s, I will sing. 

MatliK'ss and Desith ! () Scent ot blossoms 

ll^injU 

Rank weeds and flowers o( flame, dead roots 
and vlarnel * 

Roses and 1 ue ! () cit\ mad and dying,, 

, 'I'hoii caiist not niiml) our s'eiiscs to this 
e hariud ! 

l)(‘ad, and the I'rate^’s name upon Iut lips ^ 

,Miiu' too ! Damn them, th('\ |nav(‘d for us together, 
Rra\c‘d while we plotted,- a)e,the\ knew it * 

I /s'.t hilt' '^n fh( u/id lyanipL » // nit , f>it\{ i ] 

lireak, lutc' * 

lae on her bre.ist ! INly heart, m\ heart is broken • 

Ah ! Uiaiudu'tta > * 

Mir\‘z.!ni:^hi. ' Shame * the)U girl ! tht)u ganiu't • 

'This for a chit, — a wanton ! 

ClrL Nay, Ma//inghi, nay ! 

'The g,ods ha\e ne’er surpiised thee in the dark. 

'd leralJ, thy blast; Monsignor waits upon us. 

7 /\’ Hii'iild blr>'iv\ I'lS trunipt't. 
MLj'Z 2 ,lfi^hi, ^ Loudly to a by^tiindi?' thiii the iisst mbly nii^y 
OTcr/’f’./r ] 

IMesscr, it seems the stress o’ the day turns mad 
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WomcMi v>t both sexes. Nathc'less all is \sell: 
'I'hc^hour has striuk \vlu‘n Justice will he ».hau*. 


m 



Ir (;■ 

nhi! nit 

.l/.l,. 

oi/r..', V 

■•/■ /• 

i i rnrt^ 



/.•r 

r.:, 

(Kt! hnt 

• r. A’ 

nni! 

/A 

/)'/ 



/ 

/ ' 

t ./I 

n 'IV :( 

a,/, A. J 

V/’- /•//. 

3/.-. 

A 




// 

V 

V / m'.' 

iJ'cil' /'/.//Cl 

; '/e///' 



//■, 

.1/ 

\ \t) ./f 1 

/A //. 

0//7 // 

'/Cl 

. fi tfn ) 









li.ra.'.l. 

C >m(‘ 

Ini'll!. 

I'crom* 

, D.'iiiinic', 

aiivl Si 

1\ < 1 

er. 


S.ir 


, / 

' . ( t 

'lU: .. / 

// 


/. / 

nicnii ' 



<//. 

‘ iV;' 

e.o/r’ ; 

A’/< . // N li 

. n//\/v 

S 1 , 

{ fh . 


1;^: ti-K 

' ( 

) i '( 1 m ■ 

liiil 'rnai 

i of be 

>['e of I 

\ Oli' 


1 M 

‘|\n at 

• \ 

‘ } u)m * !te ! 

llnlv ull 



Miliiat'U . 

1 ' ! 

’[‘li 

umj I'.a 

• t. 




iSa'c- ;/./r 

/ i. 




M.ratinr, 




d'rium[)l'i 

n i t 

, no 

: tha.t ; 

. no; thiue 

to do. 



Rctmini 

. 1 et 

ill. 

•m b 

e stnpj 

'<sl. 





/,!. 


i‘s , 

av, 'pat 

me 1 ii'.s • 

() 

All C‘ 

UK * 


Iv i u 1 


l.ar 

1 i \ e 1 \ , 

t In ' I li.i ve 

lU)t 'A 

loll" 

, ; ( 



Hr 


/ 1. 7 / 


/; ... 

/S' 

. ; •n\i. 



/• 

/■ 

o// 


. ,1 \ 

,/> / 1 

.0 /./S‘ ‘ 



^ J 

//v; 

) > } ' 1 


' >:/ 

V . n » 



•!(' 

//<;! 

/.tllL . 

Ml /.' 





Jt N)iMc of l\iraia, D'Hi'iii'' 

Of Teskla. aiul Sil v '">1 cr ^ all' vl >.c)iul;i, 

\Vh('i'(\i', \c arc SC'*. c[K ‘ hI !>• tin i^>| f, an I i'-mw 
T' o our ns iilar arm loi puiiiJmuMit <l<Il\MCil, 
We ihc rcspcv tiihic Ma'p .tiatcs ol I'ltnciuc 
(h'rancc'io Cini ahaait liom our 
llaviti^ (jbserved ali oHic^ s <»{ jusiict^ 

And well ( ousidcu’d all your infamous crimes, 
Wo now decree tl^al yc* shall die tlie cleat li 
Of malefact(;rs on a comincm idbber, 
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Aful that )(Hir nouK bt* hunteJ from your bodici-, 
li.inish(*d, iiiui Miloviy ik‘-,troyc‘d by lire. * 

The Aam ui t'y/irr .i/aa hh'S thrir h(itul \ . (jiricns 

A’.//' ihi‘ iind ^tnii 

S./'. ■'>// iinil kiik him, 

//i/\|. Show tis a miracle . . . (iive 
Pisa . . . (I'wv us 1 r;‘lu>ni . . . (ii\e iis Sarzaria. 
(jivr lU' I Uu'ei.uia . . . Vail • ya.h * I'rate, ilu 
vl(‘\il WDii't h.elp llu‘o .*a>\\ • ... I la ^ Ha i li.i* 
Pr()|>hes V wlu ) st rii'lv \ 'us ' 

,hi (It f t , j, m t/'t 

J/us.?., Now do {\]\ dlllc, e\* I 111 ioi: , ] . 
l\'>m lui-, Slav, Si'pioi i It has pjcaMsI hi , I h;jiness 
Our pious and mosi i(‘nna:i: l^)pl^ lo yiaiii, — 
Aiua/ii!}* ppvn o ' ;•) ihe^t* mo' i impious nifu 

A pUmai \ indiilip’ner ioi thrii siiis. 

'j /hr M ;;S Do \ (‘ a» eept tliis pard.on ^ 

SdV'jflili Id. It is V.’(‘ll. 

//s tuiiK 'ivith d !\'l '/ ty.umph //v 

^ 1 /, y i\/rd( \ y *11' h , VC'S ^/\ } ddi! iduy ' . iSI laciitn 
pi' Of .• ,/ i}i{ii/i\ /s S,!d'ddr /Is I'fu, 

SiiV'dhii 'Jd. Jc‘su, .done with thee ^ Oui diiitul lives 
llumblv we Ihnp, down at tlr. Cios.ds feet, 

'Idiou onl\ ho|U', tliou ransom of thv* world * 

I'htx jyjji thr Rifryhd yd y diu! /s’. .mr iin\siilf 

bthnu\ /hi iuy/iiin 'j the l.'dyyhi. Thm is an 
iXpry/diit hush. All y\<s ayy raytr/y hent to- 
nViiydiS /hr huhhn RidZZii. Thr Lidit'S in the 
Jyyy/d pur fhrouyh the rurtdin, 

Ridolfi, Ladies, bv voiir leave, when I shall draw the veil, 
Know that the State is ridded o( the pest. 

Laodiimid. I iS’/v nyiny up suddenly : iind in a dear ritigirri 
T'OAr] (iirolaino ! , 

Now, now shalt thou behold the Face of God ! 
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u/ Lady, Who cried r 

Ztid I*n!y,* lliisli! Rich:..! riaj;iu>ni danu*. 

Ruiolji, Ladies, InhoKP t h.e ro|H*s h.n e drop}H-d iheii load: 
^'he ifaines ii k up tlie otiiil oi tlieir tierdi. 
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\P<:nfify: : /n ( \ *l'h(' li.'im- ol love oiu lx. ^rs 

(ov Rome * 

Lioreu^i' i« i'i»)\t*d true vi.uipjitei i>i llulv Ci'iiinh. 
R'a7.:!i*t' , M\ loivl, you aie t!i:uikevl. Lisa i-. 
i'l< )i eiu e. 


Lepjiorn, S.ii/uia, I ileo faiUu all 
Are \ollVs; .da) tl'.e lulu'sot all \our c loin lies, 
Miiz vtr.p'y Oui Mip ol platitude is overl^rimiiu-d. * 
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Lei Leth(‘ drv)\vn tlie memorv of his name : 
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Let it he llop^jM-d from e\er\ luUjit's toippie •, 

And all ^U'-peited of his iiert , — 
l,et tluan be diUJUiied like la/ais. 

Stir<uir\, So it please 

^ itl A • tiy^hi. ! 7 / R'jiu'/iinP\ Mousipnor. by your 1( ave I 
will present 

* My lord of Stro//i, our oldest citi/eu, 

[d'e S/r'zz^] Si^^uur, hi'^ reverence sees in your white 
locks 
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Aln)V(’ the leek o| \onJ('i pile In* s<>n 
And, with llie starn «hildt<n'>l the ss\, 

Shines o\‘r our sliatiu* k»r ( \e.' ^ 

1,1 rl '.;fiy/'L Me . cr ' 

Sfr'‘. \\ {‘ too, 
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I / //s i:f .n //'m ./<e..'\ t/:. 

. ^ j- 

I roop to your lieid <»t blood, \our do'p. of Jt7.r(‘ei* 
At, r: Methiuks, Mou^iipior, l:.i- old man hath the 
bile. 

[Tu S:r:zz!] Natheless, my lord, to-mt)rr(nv a 
thousand looms 

With bus\ tonn,ues shall sino a loud “ Hu/'/a!” 
Deeming our work to-day the town's salvation, 

And the Pope's writ the charter of our joy. 
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V 

Ma7.z'inyjH. WIkU * A swM^hbucklor of tho snivelling 
orcw, — . • 

I’.h, Ca]nt:un), eh ? 

Dolj (inaf-io • not so. 

F>ap(/s a f»re;\t man, laijM) \\i)v^‘ in-j webs ; 

Also he \va; a [niilv-li\(‘ULl o-uie. 
i\Li7.zn}‘[l:i , \ ij ih ' 'lu'rmy tht i\u ^ N'oW', [v\ my h(‘ad * 
What, l.apo? Slain? 1>\ v/hom 
'*r\va . 1- 1 slew him *, \e. lii‘ haih. h.is w iges. 

1 tlo not li'vC‘ a man that sells his trirm!,. 

Sirczzi. ' fj ^'}> niviui') '/ S/j/,\ -w! Li\ ry it cn 

Lylp'> < /’ ll\. I 

Slu h was he ^ 'I'heii 1 (May \ou, <.iti/ei)’-, 

That nations, passing, b\, ma\ ;»a/e aiu! h*arij, 
l)iir\ him reigil in this robe ot art, 

Aiul on his tomb tiiseiibe tinoi.* woiJs: ‘Mbne ln*s 
i\ mastei briiij: plot ^ lilleJ it oin e, now worms: 

A mastei haml : tin' ;n>h! bh , Irom its grasp; 

A L’ra\en breast : a swoial lias piciML' it thionoe- ; 

A faithless hiaut : tor this man so! 1 hi ^ trien i •>. 
nSnmpt noils he lies; art si‘r\(-> h/im toi a rsil! ; 
f i v’sr his bones * 1 li , namt‘ 1 i \io * ' 

j N'b .vo | You have doin', m\ lord" 'Tlien 
look upon ) oiir daujditei. 

.S'o.";. n N. ; 


In It ht udt her. 




